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/IDVERTISEMENT. 
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is small Collection of Elizabethan 
l*i«lry, drawn from the Lyrical and Pis- 
lural writers of those days, whose pro- 
ductions are now become, from their 
rarity, almost inaccessible, the Readerj it is hoped, will 
acknowledge a valuable coatribuUon to literary curiosity. 

The names of the authors, who have furnished pieces 
to the present volume, are almost alt of them familiar iti 
the readers of 'Perry's Balladt;' of 'Ellis's Spedmen/i ;' 
and of the new editions of the ' Paradise qf Dainty De- 
vices;' and 'England's Helicon.' The principal of these 
we Robert Greene, Thomas Lodge, Nicholas Breton, 
Francis Davison, Thomas Campion, Robert Southwell, 
and William Hunnis: of each of whom the manner and 
character will be sufhciently illustrated by the ensuing 
pages. 

The Editor trusts that with the conclusion of the 
Work he shall be spared leisure to give a Critical Intro- 
duction, gathered from a view of the whole Collection. 
This at present would Iw premature. 



t 



b \ 



CONTENTS. 




DDRESS lo London, from " Greene' i A 

Lodge * Looking- Giait," — Jonat, 

the PTophet 3 

TnLondon, Oseos, the Prieit, from the tame 4 

To London, Oseai.from theiame 6 

To London, Oaetu./rom the same 



To London, Oneas, from the tame 

To London, Oteiu, from the same 

To London, Osean.from the same 

To London, Oseas, from the same 

Song, from the same 

Criticism 

J Godlg and f'ir(uou» Song, made hy the Honourable the 

Earl of Essex 

Steep.. 



ib 



Gabriel Harvey'* I3tk Sonnet, froi 
" Ail Intereaiion to Far 



" Greene'i Memo- 



Dirge 18 

r/ie Sea SO 

Detpair 21 

Ptaloi ISO, Dersijad by Frana* Dauiton 82 

Psalm 13, by Ike tame 24 

Psalm 13, by the same 25 

On Ambition 27 

Song* ib. 

Cupid Benighted, from Auacreon^ 29 

On Fortitude of Mind 31 

Stanioi by Robert DenereUT, second Earl of Eisex 33 

Poem, by Thomas Campion 35 

Another, bg the same 36 

Beauty, without Love. Deformity, by the same ib. 

• Printed id " Daciten't Petticnl Hh^pioify." 



2 . . . 0oi!tent5(. 



Anonymous 37 

Menaphon*s Song, from " Greene's Arcadia,'* 38 

Sephestia*s Song to her Child, from the same 39 

A Pleasant Eclogue between Montanus and Coridon, from 

"Dr. Lodge's Euphues* Golden Legacy.'* 41 

To his best Cousin, Mrs. Barbara Lok, by Michael Cosowarth 48 
To my Cousin, Michael Cosowarth, by Richard Carew of 

Anthony 49 

To his good Cousin, Mr. Michael Cosowarth, by the same . . 50 
To his best Cousin, Mr. Michael Cosowarth, by Henry Lok. . 51 

Sonnet, by IL Grey 62 

On Ambition 53 

On Life ib. 

Melicertus's Madrigal, from " Robert Greene's Arcadia." . . 54 
Coridon' s Song, from "Dr. Lodge's Euphues' Golden Le- 
gacy." 55 

Montanus 's Sonnet in the floods, from the same 57 

Saladine 's Sonnet, from the same 58 

Montanus's Passion, from the same 59 

Characters graven on a Beech Tree, from the same 60 

Rosalind's Description, from the same 61 

Sonnet, inscribed on the Bark of a Myrrh Tree 64 

The Contents of the Schedule which Sir John of Bordeux 

gave his Sons, from the same 65 

Menaphon's Roundelay, from "Robert Greene's Arcadia." 66 
Doron's Descr^tion of his fair Shepherdess Samela, from 

the same 68 

PhiUida and Coridon, by Nicholas Breton 69 

A Pastoral of Phillis and Coridon, by the same 70 

A sweet Pastoral, by the same 72 

Astrophell, his Song of PhiUida and Coridon, by the same . . 74 

Coridon 's Supplication to PhUlis, by the same 77 

A Shepherd 's Dream, by the same 78 

A Report sung in a Dream, between a Shepherd and his 

Nymph, by the same 80 



Fr 



Another of the same, bg the lame 81 

Crilicixm 88 

Specimeni of Breton » Prose 87 

Cwlent and Rich, by Robert SoulhtceU, from kit " Saint 

Peter't Contplaint." 92 

5*. Peter'u Jfflkled Mind, by the lame, from bit " Mteonix" 95 

Song, from " H'eelki'i Balleli and Madrigals." 9fi 

Song, from the same 97 

Song, from the tame. . ib. 

Jnolher 98 

An Elegy, in Remembrance of the Hon. the Lord Borough, ib. 

Song, 1600 ib, 

Song, 1604 99 

Song, 1604 ib. 

Song, from " Byrd'i Psalnu, Sonnets, aitd Song*." 100 

Song, from the tame loi 

Song, from the Mme 103 

Sonnet, by George Chajman, the Translator of Homer. . . 104 
Meditation when we go to Bed, by M'illiam Hannu, from 

his " Handful of Uonisuckles." lOi 

Meditation, by the tame, from Atf " Poor Widow '» Mite." 106 
Christ to hiA ^utr, by H'illiam Baldain, from" Solomon's 

Canticles and Ballads." 108 

The Description of the Skepkerd and Aw IVife, from " fio- 

bert Greene's Mourning Garment." 109 

The Shepherd's Wife'i Song, from the same U« 

Hexametra AUxU in laudem Ri>tamund<t,from the tame . . 115 
Htxametra Rotamundte in dotorem amisti Akxis, from the 

same 116 

Philadors Ode that he left with the despairing Lover, from 



the I. 



The Song of a Country Suain at the Return of Philador 

from the same 

The Conclusion, from the same 

» 



A 



ft 



i I 



?t 



('I 



1.1 

it I 
I 



i I 

■ ' t 



^^?^^^^^^^^K V 


^H ^^^ '. -M 




©jrtcrpta 'Cuboriana. 


J 


B ' 


>M UK DirTn.iimD' 


1 


Cftilln/ 1,1 (' 




■ 


1 


^^^^^H y<<'^iS^M'~^^is;^ ^H 


^^^^^^ ^^xTof^^^^M 



^5 



\ 



CjTterpta Culionana: 

OR 

EXTRACTS 
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ELIZABETHAN LITERATUItE. 



" MuUa renasceniur, qumjam cecidere," Horat. 

** Beboldy how Time drawt back the mantle deep 
From tleeping Trath^ aod shewt her blooming form 
In all it« yoathfiil Tigour, breathing lore. 
And hope, and joy.'* Anon. 



EXTRACTS 

FROM 

ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE. 




ADDRESS ro Loxnox. 

From Greene's if Lodge's Look'mg-GUun, 1598." 

JONAS, THE PHOPHKT, 

END on in peace, and prosecute this 
course. 
You Islanders, on whom the imlder air 
Doth sweetly breathe the balm of kind 
increase ; 
Wluise lands arc fattened with the dew of heaven. 
And made more fruitful than Actean plains! 
You, whom delicious pleasures dandle soft, 
Whose eyes arc blinded with security, 
Unmask yourselves, cast error clean aside ! 
O London, maiden of the Mistress Isle, 
Wrapp'd in the folds and swathing clouts of shame. 
In thee more sins than Nineveli contains! 
Contem)it of God, despite of reverend age, 



THomiit Lnilict, Gnillrm 
lnudBK, pri»trJ hy rim 
hy, t Ail SJtip in Grac 
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' far LoHdoK aid KngUndr. Made bi, 
nnrf BatrrI GrrcHe, in ytrtibui Magulrr. 
'retde, and art la bt ,old by /fillian Rar- 
Slretl, 1698," *tD. 



.ISiecrplfl ffuCodana. 



Ncplect of law, desire to wrong the poor, 
Comiption, whoredom, drunkenness, and pride! 
Swoln are thy brows with impudence and shame. 

proud adulterous glory of the West, 

Thy neighbours bum, yet dost thou feel no fire! 
Thy preaehers cry, yet dost thou stop thy ears; 
The lanini rings, yet slee|)est thou secure ! 
Lfondon, awake! for fear the Lord doth frown; 

1 set a Looking-gla.is before thine eyes. 

O turn, O turn, with weeping to the Ixtrd, 
And think the prayers and virtues of tliy Queen, 
Defers the plague, which otherwise would fall ! 
Repent, O London ! lest for thine offence 
Thy Shepherd fiul, whom mighty God preserve, 
That she may bide the pillar of his church, 
.\gaiiisl the stomis of Romish Antichrist!'' 
The hand of Mercy overshed her head; 
And let all faithful subjects say. Amen ! 

TO LOXDOX. 
OSEAS, THE PRIEST, 

Iniquity seeks out companions still. 
And mortal men are armed to do ill : 
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London, look on! this matter nips thee near; 






Leave off thy riot, pride, and sumptuous cheer; 






S|Kii(I less at board, and spare not at the door; 






But aid the infant, and relieve the poor; 






KIse seeking mercy, being merciless. 






Thou be adjudg'd to endless heariness ! 




■ 


20 LONDON. 
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OSKAS. 
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When disobedience reigneth in the child, 






And princes' ears by flattery be Iwguil'd; 






Wlien laws do pjiss by favour, not by truth ; 






Wlien Falsehood swarmeth both in old and youth; 






When gold is made a God to wrong the poor. 






And Charity exil'd from rich niena' doorj 






When men by wit do labour to disprove 






The plagues for sin sent down by Gods above; 






Where great mens' ears arc stopp'd to good advice, 




m, 


And apt to hear those tales that feed their vice; 
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Woe to the land! For from ttie East shall rise 
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A Lamb of Peace, the scourge of vanities; 






The judge of Truth, the patron of the Just, 






Who soon vrill lay presumption in the dust; 






And give the humble poor their heart's desire, 






And doom the woridlings to eternal fire! 
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6 %xcetpta SuDotiana. 

Repent, all you that hear, for fear of plagues ! 
O, London! this and more doth swarm in thee! 
Repent, repent; for why the Lord doth see. 
With trembling pray, and mend what is amiss: 
The sword of justice drawn already is! 
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TO LONDON. 



OSEAS. 

IfVHERB servants against masters do rebel. 
The commonweal may be accounted hell: 
For if the feet the head shall hold in scorn. 
The city's state will fall, and be forlorn. 
This error, London ! waiteth on thy state ! 
Servants, amend; and masters, leave to hate! 
Let Love abound; and Virtue reign in all: 
So God will hold Iiis hand, that threatneth thrall ! 



TO LONDON. 



OSEAS. 

If, warned once, the Ethnics thus repent, 
And at the first their error do lament; 
What senseless beasts, devoured in their sin. 
Are they, whom long persuasions cannot win? 
Beware, ye western cities, where the word 
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Is daily preachc'd both at churc)i and board! 
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Where Majesty the gospel doth maintain ; 
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Where preachers fur your good themselves do pain ! 


^1 
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To dally long, and still protract the time. 


^1 




The Lord is just, and you but dust and slime. 


^1 




Presume not far; delay not to amend; 


^1 




Who suffereth long, will punish in the end. 


^1 




Cast thy account, O London! in this case; 


^1 
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Then judge what 'excuse thou hast to call for grace. 
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TO LONDON. 
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OSBAS. 


H 
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iVoB to the trains of women 's foolish lust. 


H 
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In wedlock rights thut yield but little trust; 


H 
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That vow to one, yet common be to all ! 


H 
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Take warning, wantons; pride will have a fall. 


H 


■ 


Woe to the land, where warnings profit nought, 


H 
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Who say that Nature God's decrees hath wrought ! 


H 
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Who build on Fate, and leave the corner stone. 


fl 




The God of Gods, sweet Christ, the only one! 


H 




If such excesses, London! reign in thee; 
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Repent! for why, each sin shaU punish'd be. 
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Repent, amend, repent; the hour is nigh: 
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Defer not time! Who knows when he shall die? 
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TO J.ONDQX. 






OSKAS. 

LfOOK, London, look! with inward eyes behold. 






What lessons the events do here unfold; 






Sin, gTOB-n to Pride, to Misery is thrall; 






Tlic warning bell is rung, beware to (all! 






Ye woridly men, whom wealth doth lift on high, 






Beware and fear; for worldly men must die! 






The time shall come, where least respect remains; 






Tlie sword shall light upon the wisest brains. 






The head, that deems to overtop the sky. 




^K, 


Shall perish in liis human policy. 






Lo, I have stud, when 1 have said the truth; 






Wlien will is law; when Folly guideth youth; 






When shew of zeal is prank'd tn robes of zeal; 


M 




When Ministers powl the pride of commonweal; 


I 




Wlicn Law is made a labjTinth of strife; 






When Honour yields him friend to wicked lite; 






When Princes hear by other ears than foUy; 






When Usury is most accounted holy ! 






If these should hap, as would to God they might not; 
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The plague is near! I speak, although I write not. 
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TO LONDOS. 

OSBAS. 

iVhkre whoredom reigiis, tln?re murder follows fsist. 

As falling leaves before the winter blast; 

A wicked life, triun'd up in endless crime, 

Hath no reward unto the latter time: 

When I^etchers shall be punish'd for their lust. 

When PriHccs plagued, because they are unjust. 

Foresee in time; the waming-bell doth toll; 

Subdue the flesh, by jmiyer, to save the soul. 

London, behold the cause of others' wreck. 

And set the sword of Justice ut tby back: 

Defer not oft'! To-morrow is too late; 

By night he comes perhaps to judge thy state ! 



SONG. 
Beauty, alas! where wast thou born. 
Thus to hold thyself in scorn, 
When as Beauty kiss'd to woo thee. 
Thou by Beauty dost undo me? 
Heigho, despise me not ! 



I and thou in sooth are one; 
Fairer thou; I, fairer none; 
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Wanlon tliou, and wilt tlioii, wanlon. 
Yield a cruel heart to plant on? 
Do mc ri;rht, and do me reason ! 
Cruelty is cursed trcason- 

Heigho, I lov«; Heiglio, I love; 

Htigho, and yet lie eyes me not! 



CRITICISM. 



■^^^HESE Extracts from " The Look- 
^*^'ar%f«/ ing-GlassJ'or England," by Lodge 
and Greene, will probably not only 
please, but a^^toni^h the Reader of 
Taste. Tile Address to London, wliith com- 
mences in the first page of tbeae Excerpta will 
lose little by a comparison with a celebrated 
pii^sage of a similar tendency in " Cowper'-s 
Tasky" which must be familiar to every one, 
even without making allowances for the date of 
the composition. 

Of the lives of Lodge and Greene, I have 
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given some acconnt in other places." All their 
works are scarce ; and none seem to have been less 
ransacked in modem days for specimens than the 
above play. If there are those who think that 
these investigations are the useless impertinences 
of literature, he, who reflects more deeply, who 
knows how to value the study of the progress of 
language, who loves to investigate the changes 
of manners, and to trace the history of the im- 
provements of the human mind, will foiiu a 
very difierent opinion of them. If our poetical 
phraseology has altogether been enriched and 
refined since the days of ytieen KHzabeth, it has 
lost something of its strength, and a great deal 
of its simplicity. It is now too often marked 
by an artificial sweetness, or an artificiat splen- 
dour, which, if it catches for a moment, soon 
satiates, and then disgii*.ts. The vigonr of 
thought, the idea prevailing over the dress in 
which it is clothed, characterized the literature 
of those days far above tlie present. 

If there were no other advantage in a grow- 
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Ing familiarity with Efiziibethan Literature, tlie 
iurreaseci taste whifh it will give us for all the 
varieties and all the beauties cif Shakespeare's 
langriiage will be an ample recompenrc: lor I 
need not say, that in Shakespeare is to be found, 
above all uninspired writings, the most abundant 
and inexhaustible treasure of moral wisdom, 6tted 
"to the bosom and business" of every human 
being, as well as of the mo^t vivid and enchant- 
ing poetry. 

But Shakespeare so far eclipsed bis roteni- 
poraries, that common and superficial readers are 
little aware how much merit is to be found even 
in them! Even Shakespeare's prodnctions could 
not have existed without the aid of cotcmporary 
literatnre, and the collision of other ingenious, 
though inferior intellects. 

When Greene died at a premature age,(l 592,) 
Shakespeare had ju^t begun to attract notice; 
and we have seen in Greene's Address to his 
Companions, in the " Groats-worth nf Ifit^ that 
the pangs of envy and jealousy had begun their 
base operations in his liosom. If the superiority 
of another justifies jealousy, Greene had reason 
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to be jealous. Yet Greene himself was no com- 
mon writer. He possessed a fafility, (and I 
must contend, notwithstanding he has been ac- 
cused of Euphuism,) a simplicity, of thought and 
language, which give even now the power both 
of interest and instruction to his works. 

But every thing concnrred, in the Eliza- 
bethan ^ra, to give a vigour and a range to 
genius, to which neither prior nor subsctjuent 
times have been equally propitious. An heroic 
age, inflamed with the discovery of new worhls, 
gave increased impulse to fancies enriched by 
access both to the recovered treasures of ancient 
literature, and the wild splendours of Italian 
fiction. A command of lungnage equal to the 
great orcai^ion was not wanting. For what is 
there either in copiousness or force of words, or 
in clearness of arrangement, or in harmony, or 
grandeur of modulation, which Spenser at least 
has not given proofs that that age could produce? 

The more, therefore, we study those early 
writers, the more shall we admire the variety 
and strength of our language. And I trust that 
in finnishing the modem reader of taste and 
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ciirious research with additional sperimens to 
those with which he has, within the last few 
years, been not scantily enriched, from stores 
rarely accessible, I shall perform a grateful, 
and not entirely useless service. If he find no 
value or attraction in these extracts beyond 
their antiquity, I lose my aim. I mil not fear 
to own that, in my humble judgment, most of 
them possess intrinsic merit. But let the reader 
candidiy proceed, and judge for himself. 



* GODLY AND VIRTUOUS SOXO, 



THE HONOURABLE THE EARL OF ESSEX, 




HEAVENLY God, O Father dear, 

Cast down thy heavenly eye 
Upon a wreteh, that prostrate here, 
Before tliy throne doth lie! 
O pour the prctjous oil of j^race 

Into my wounded heart; 

O let the drops of mercy suage 

The rigour of my smart I 
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My siiiful soul oppressed sore 

Willi careful clog of sin. 
In humble -wise submits itself 

Thy rncrcy for to win. 
Grant mercy then, O Saviour sweet, 

To me most woeful thrall; 
Whase mournful cry to you alone 

Doth still for mercy call ! 
Thy bles.sed name I have despis'd. 

Upon a stubborn mind ; 
And to the sway of worldly things 

Myself I have inclJn'd. 
Forgetting Heaven, and Heavenly powers, 

Wliere God and Saints do dwell. 
My life had like to tread the steps, 

That lead the way to Uell, 
But O my Lord and Loadstone bright, 

I will no more do so : 
To think upon my former life 

My heart doth bleed for woe ! 
Alas! I si^h; alas! 1 sob; 

.\las ! I do repent. 
That ever my UeenUous life 

So wickedly was bent. 
Still thus therefore with doleful plaints 

I do thy mercy crave, 
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O Lord, for thy great mercy's sake 

Let me thy mercy have ! 
Restore to life the wretched soul 

'ITiat else is like to die : 
So shall my voice unto thy name 

Sing praise eternally! 
Now blessed be the Father first, 

And blessed be the Son; 
And blessed be the Holy Ghost, 

By whom all things are done. 
Bless me, O blessed Trinity, 

With thy eternal grace, 
That after death my soul may have, 

In Heaven a dwelling place.' 



SLEEP. 

Sleei', Death's ally, oblivion of tears, 

Silence of Passion, balm of angry sore, 
Susj>ense of Loves, serenity of Fears, 

Wrath's lenative, Heart's case. Storm's calmest shore. 
Sense's and Soul's reprieval from all cumbers, 
Benumbing sense <^ ill mth quiet slumbers!'' 

Sliuini' MSS. Btil.MDi. H 
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GABIllliL HAIIVEYS XIIl."> SONNET. 




FnoB HI* " caSElfli-S afSMORlAC," 153i. 


HIS ISTERCEESIOS TO FAME. 




LivK L'vcr, valorous renowned knights: 






Live ever, Smilli and Bacon, peerless men: 






Uve ever Waisingham, and Hatton wise: 






Live eier Mildmay's honourable name; 




B 


Ah\ that Sir Humphry Gilbert should be dead: 
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Ah[ that Sir Philip Sydney should be dead: 






Ah! that Sir WUliam Sackville should be dead: 






Ah ! that Sir Richanl Granville should be dead : 






Ah! thai brave Walter Devereux should be dead: 






Ah!-that the flower of knighthood should be dead: 






Wliat maufp-e deadliest deaths, and stonier Is stones, 






That cover worthiest worth, shall never die ! 






Sweet Fame, adorn thy glorious triumph new: 






On Virtues all, and Honours iA\, adieu! 






SOiVG. 






A MAN of late was put to death, 






For that he had his part 




■ 


Of stolen goods : should you then 'scape 




■ 


That stolen have my heart? 
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The law, you see, would you condemn, 








If I should plead my case; 








But sure to work you such despite 








I cannot have llie face. 








Yet Reason would, I should have 'mends; 








For that in any wise 








To have mine own restor'd again 








It will not me suffice. 








Vou had my heart, when it was whole; 








And sound I know you found it. 








Would you then give it back again. 








When yoii have all to wound it? 








Tlie old law blddeth tooth for tooth. 


J 






And eye for eye restore: 


1 






Give then your heart to me for mine. 


V 






And I will ask no more!* 








DtRGE. 








Sitting late with sorrows sleeping. 








Where heart bled, and eyes were weeping. 






• H>rl. MSS. esia, ful. 168. 
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Cxieqita tEubonans. . 



I might see from liigli descendiog 
Beauty mourning for Love's ending: 
When with her hands woeful WTinging, 
She entonib'd him with tliis singing. 

"Muses, now give over writing; 
Poets all, leave ofFenditing; 
Nymplis, come tear your tender hairs; 
Shepherds nil, come shed your tears; 
Cupid's waxen but a wiirlliig; 
Death hath wounded Honour's darling. 



I 



Cursed Death, and all too cruel, 
Hast thou stolen mine only jewel? 
Doth the heavenly Fates so spite me, 
As on earth should nought delight me; 
And of such a love hereave me, 
As no love of life should please me? 

Go, my flock; go, leave your feeding; 
And your life lies now a bleeding; 
Whiles my Shepherd did iittend you. 
Wolf nor tiger might offend you. 
But now he is dead and gone, 
I shall lose you every one.* 



bsfM it may be faand uaun 
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Sorrows, now come show your powers; 

Earth, give over bringing flowersi 

Never tree let bear more fruit; 

Let ill] singing birds be mute ; 

And let no more of Love be spoken; 

For the heart of Love is broken." 

Ami with that, as in a eloud 
She did nil her shining shroud; 
When sweet Phillis gave sueli groans, 
As did pieree the very stones; 
Ttint all tlie earth with sorrow shaked; 
And then poor Condon awaked." 



THE S£A. 

Who life doth loath, and longs Death to behold. 

Before he die, already dead with fear; 
And yet would live witli life hulf-slony cold, 

Let him to sea, and he shall see it there 1 
And yet as ghastly drcadfid as it seems, 

Bold men, presuming life for gain to sell, 
Dare tempt that gulf, and in those winding streams 

Seek ways unknown, ways leading down to hell ! '' 

■ Hurt. MSS. flillO, t. ue. ^ Ibid. f. IBS. 
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SESPjiJR. 






Amovost the groves, the woods, and thicks. 






The bushes, brambles, and the briars. 




1 


The stubs, the shrubs, the thorns and pricks. 




1 


'nie ditches, plashes, lakts, and mires. 






Wliere fish nor fowl, nor bird, nor beast, 






N'or living thing may taJie delight; 






Nor Reason's i^e may look for rest, 






Till heart be dead with hatefiil spite; 




1 


VVitliin a cave of years unknown, 




1 


Wliose hope of comfort all decays, 




1 


Let me with Sorrow sit alone. 




1 


In doleful thoughts to end my days; 






And when 1 hear the stoniis arise. 






That troubled ghosts do leave their grave, 






With hellish sounds, and Horror's cries. 






Let me go look out of my L-ave ! 




1 


And when I feel what storms they bide, 




1 


Wliich do the greatest torments prove, 




I 


Tlien let me not my sorrow hide. 




1 


\\'hicli I do sufier for my love!" 




■ 






1 


■ IWl. MSS. B3I0. f. 1«3. 
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PSALJS CXXX.* 




VEBS1FIEU BY FKaNCIS DilVlBON.'' 


From deep gulf of misfortunej 






O'erwhelm'd with miseries, 








Lord, I tKlne aid importune 








With never-wasing cries. 








O hear my lamentaUon ; 








view my restless tears; 








And to my supplIcaUou 








Bow down attentive ears! 


^ 






My manifold abuses 


1 






If thou behold in ire, 


■ 






Lord, I have no excuses 


■ 






To 'scape eternal fire. 


1 


• H«-l. MSS. 6930, p.9S. 
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Prioi7 t>r«(. He wu aoti of thf uahappf SccrtUiy, wlicw iturr In •!> 


1 






wcll-koowa. Tliere it ■ limplr vi((oiir and biirmoDr in thtie reraifica- 








tioiu, which fivt» thira iutriiuic; mrrit. 








Tbe luith (tanim of thii pulm appcirs to mc to roiiiry n l>Mutifu1 








imagF in the moM timplc and barmoniaiu lingnikgc. 








It i» not amaiig Ihc Ifiiit (ttractioiti of IhcK produrlioni iif Davi- 








Kin, tbal ihtj cihibit turh nn laappy nriclr of melre. Duriioii bad a 
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But since with true contrition 




My sins I wail and blame. 






Lord, save me from perdition, 






To fear and praise thy name. 




" 


Lord, thou art all my comfort. 






My Soul's sure prop and sliicldj 






My hopes in my discomfort 






StUl on thy word I build. 












More longs with God to be. 












Tir'd watclimen watch to see. 






Lay thy Hope's sure foundation 






In God, O Israel, 






God, in whom salvation 






The leprous spots that stain thee 

He then will purify ; 
Sin's fetters, that enchain thee, 

He gently will untie. 




k 


J 
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PSALM XIII. 

By the same. 

LoRD^ how long, how long wilt thou 
Quite forget, and quite neglect me? 

How long with a frowning brow 
Wilt thou from thy sight reject me? 

How long shall I seek a way 

Forth this maze of thoughts perplexed 
Where my grieved mind night and day 

Is with thinking tir'd and vexed! 
How long shall my stormfiil foe, 

On my fall his greatness placing. 
Build upon my overthrow; 

And be grac'd by my disgracing! 

Hear, O Lord and God, my cries; 

Mock my foe's unjust abusing; 
And illuminate mine eyes, 

Heavenly beams in them infusing; 
Lest my woes, too great to bear. 

And too infinite to number. 
Rock me soon, 'twixt Hope and Fear, 

Into Death's eternal slumber! 



SitnpU CTutloiiBiui. . 



Lest my foes their boasting make, 
"Spite of right on him we trample;" 

And a pride in mischief take, 
Hearten 'd by my sad example! 

As for me, I'll ride secure 
At thy mercy's sacred anchor, 

And undaunted will endure 

Fiercest storms of wrong and rancour! 

These black clouds wU overflow; 

Sunshine shall have his returning; 
And my grief-duU'd heart, I know. 

Into mirth shall change his mourning. 
Therefore I'll rejoice, and sing 

Hymns to God in sacred measure. 
Who to happy pass will bring 

My just hopes at his good pleasure. 



PSALM XXIII. 



To 91. Buiurd'i "CMn iMnrfai militia," tfc. 

The Lord my pastor is; he tends me hcedfully; 
He still supplies my wants with all things needfully. 



S6 lExcnpta STuDoriitna. 



In fields lie pastures me, clad with amenity; 
Tlirou^h wUicli a silver brook slidelh with lenity. 

Through bushy labyrintlis roaming audaciously, 
Ready to lose myself, my Shepherd graciously 
For his name's glory's siikc cftsoons reduced me 
Unto his holy fold, whence Sin seduced me. 

Yea, througli Death's vallies, a fruitful obscurity. 
If I should walk, I should walk in security, 
If thou dost guard me; for in tribulation 
Thy rod and sheep-hook arc niy consolation. 

Before mine enemies, enviously vicious, 
Tliou hast prepar'd my beard with meats delicious; 
With sweetly- swelling balms my head thou drowned hast, 
\yith sweetly-tasting wines my bowls thou crowned hast. 

Tliy love I need not doubt, and thy gratuity 
Shall me accompany to perpetuity ; 
So tn this house I sliall, O bless'd condition! 
Of Heaven's endless joys here taste fruition!" 



m the ume HSS. Tliii 
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0!r AMBITION. 






COULD the mighty but give bounds to pride, 






And weigh back Fortune eVr slie pull tliem down. 












Not striving how to make so much their own, 






As to leave nothing for the rest beside; 












Whilst they themselves renitun in all mens' sight, 






The odious mark of hatred and despite! 






Then should not, O, so many tragedies 






Burden our knowledge with their bloody end, 






Nor their disgruc'd confounded families 






From so high pride to so low shame descend; 






But planted on that ground where safety lies, 






Their branches should t' eternity extend ! 




But ever those that overlook so much, 






Must oversee themselves, their stale is such." 






SOA'C. 






Disdain that so doth fill ine, 






Hath surely sworn to kill me, 






,— „ — ..„., — „..„ ,,„,~™-™ « 






• Hj.r1.MSS. BS 10, f. l«3. 
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And I muiit die. 






Desire that still doth bum me. 






To life again will turn me, 






And live must I; 






kill me then, Disdain, 






That I may live again. 






Thy looks are life unto me. 






And yet these looks undo me: 






O death and life ! 






Thy smile some rest doth shew me. 






Thy frown with war o'erthrow me; 






O peace and strife ! 






Nor life nor death is either. 


i 




Then pve me both, or neither! 


■ 




Life only cannot please rac, 






Death only cannot ease me; 


■ 




Change is Delight. 


1 




I live, that Death may kill me, 






I die, that Life may fill me; 






Both day and night. 






If once Despair decay. 






Desire will wear away.* 






■ Harl. MSS. b'gio, f. Ii4. 
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CUPJD BSXIGHTED.'' 




■ 


F«.n. A',',^rtoT,. 




Of lale wliat time the Bear turn'd round 


1. 


At midnight in her wonted way, 






And men of all sorts slept full sound, 






O'ercome with labours of the day: 


















fnnn thE louco " Parmj of Tkimat Stanley y Etq. Iflai." Bra. Wxe 






fcaroed EJilor of " ^,<^hgU,," and Aolhnr of " Tke LUt, of the Phi- 


















ANACREON. One ill. 












LOFB'S niaHT-IVALK. 












Drinti by the miggtinei : 






Hen by powerful tieep nppreil 






Glra tbfir baiy Iroubki reit! 






Lore ia U>» lUll dq>tb or night 






Lately .t my hou» did Lights 






Wbm pcreemns all fail Iwk'd, 






At the ilooT bE b«M1y knock'd. 






" Wbo-> that," taid I, •' Ibat dar> krep 






Sdch a noi«, nnd bttaU my ■l«p;" 






"Ope," wth Lmc," for pity bev; 






TU a thild i thou i.e«|- It aot fear. 






Wet and *<ary frcno bia way 






Led by thli dark night aJitray." 




^^m 






^^H 


Light I itmch i the doo. miWr'd ■. 




^^H 


Where > btUe boy appesn. 






Who wingi, how, aiid quiver beui. 






^ J 



^^^^^^^^^^^ w ^^^^^^^^_ 




^^ 




1 




30 ... . EJtctpta CuOorfana. 




1 




The God of Love came to my door, 




1 




And took the ring, and knock 'd it hard: 




V 




" Who's there," quoth I, " that knocks so sore ? 








'toa break my sleep; my dreams are marr'd!" 








"A little Boy, forsooth," quoth he; 








"Dring wet with rain tliis moonless night." 








With that methought it pitied me; 








1 op'd the door, and candle light; 








And straight a little boy I spied; 








A winged lad with shaft and bow; 








I took him to the fire-siile, 








And set him down to dry him so: 








His little hand in mine I strain, 








To rub and warm them there-withall ; 








Out of his liKrks I cruah'd the min, 








From which the drops apace down fail ; 






Neu- U» fire 1 nude lilu itaDcl; 






With n>; own I ctiaf'd fa» huti; 




■ 




Add with kbdlj- bar, «re 




■ 




Wninjlhr chill drop. ft™i. Iii. hair, 




m 




When »dl.™rad he wm, ud Jr^. 








"Now," iiuth bv, " "til time to try 








If IDT bow no hurt did grti 








For nwthioki the Utiof u wtl." 








With tj«l, dissiug it, « dMl 


' 






He M ll> th>t pierc-d my heart. 








Uapiug lh»u, bihI laugbinj- uid. 








"Came, my fcii-iul, wilh luc begtndi 








Fot mj Imw, thoa Kal, ii »und. 








Siaia Uiy hcnrt bath got a wound." 










i 
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At last, when he was waxen warm; 






" Now let me try my bow," quoth he; 
" I fear my string hath caught some harm ; 

And wet, will prove too slack for me," 
He said; and bent his bow and shot; 

And rightly hit nie in the heart. 
The wound was sore, and raging hot; 
Tlie heat-like fury ekes my smart. 
" Mine host," quoth he, " my string is well:" 

And laugh'd so, that he leap'd again; 
" Look to your wound, for fear it swell; 
Your heart may chance to feel the pain."^ 

OJV FORTITUDE OF MIND. 

Virtue can bear, what can on Virtue fall; 

Who cheapeneth Honour, must not stand on price; 
Who beareth Heaven, they say, can well bear all; 
A yielding mind doth argue cowardice; 
Our haps do turn, as chances, on the dice. 
Nor never let hUn from this hope remove, 
That under him liath mould, the stars above! 

" H<ul. MSS. £910, f, 149. 
* Stanley's Trnnilalion of thia Odr is icr)' wii; but I <,tiy much 
doaU whrfhee thi. ot.l Vinion I> m* man ipirilrd ; ■nd un Ihc »h«li: 






>tiU better. Suth ipfcimciu of the gnrluid |inigrcM o( Isnguiigc bit 
ci>ri«»>nd<»c(>i1. 
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Let dull-brain'il slaves contend for mud and earth; 

Let blocks and stones sweat but for blocks and stones; 
Ijet peasants speak of plenty and of dearth; 
Fame never looks so low as on those drones I 
Let Courage manage empires, sit on thrones ! 
And he that Fortune at command will keep, 
He must be sure, he never let her sleep. 

Who wins her grace, must with achievement woo her; 

As she is blind, so never had she ears; 
Nor must with puling eloquence go to her; 

She understands not sighs; she hears not prayers; 
Flatter'd she flies; controul'd she ever fears; 
And though awhile she nicely do forsake it, 
-She is a woman, and at last will take it. 



Nor never let him dream once of a crown, 

Fur one bad cast that will give up his game; 
And though by idle hap he be o'erthrown. 
Yet let him manage her, till she be tame: 
Tlie path is aet with danger leads to Fame, 
When Minos did the (jrecians' fate deny, 
He made him wings, and mounted through the sky.* 
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(E)rcerpta Culiortana. 

N" II. Ji'iv n. ist4. 




TO BK tlJNTINUEr*. 


K F.ST 
I'rinUil ul lite prwiile /"r.*. y" /^v I'riliry ; 
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STANZAS BY ROBERT DEVEREUX, 

SECOND KARL OF ESSEX. 

McsES no more, but Mazes be your names, 

Where Discord's sound shall mar your concords sweet! 
Unkindly now your careful Fancy frames, 
When Fortune treads your favour under feet; 
But foul befall that cursed cuckoo's throat. 
That so hath cross'd sweet Philomela's note. 

And all unhappy hatched was that bird, 

That parrot-like can never cease to prate; 
But most untimely spoken was that word, 

Tliat brought the world iu such a woeful state; 
That Love and Liking quite are oierlhrowii, 
And in their place are Hate and Sorrows grown. 

Is this the honour of an haughty thought. 

For I»ver's hap to have all spite or love? 
Hath wretched skill thus blinded Reason taught 
In this conceit such discontent to move. 
That Beauty so is of herself bereft. 
That no good hope of ought good hap is left? 



O let no PhiPnix look upon a crow, 

Nor dainty hills bow down to dirty vales ! 
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Let never heaven an hellish humour know. 






Nor firm Affect give ear to hellish tales! 






For this in fine wiU fall to be the troth. 






That puddle water makes unwholesome brotli. 






Woe to the world ! The sun is in a cloud, 






And darksome mists doth overrun the day ; 






In hope Conceit is not content allow'd ; 






Favour must die, and Fancy wear away. 






heavens, what hell ! Tlie bands of Love are broken; 






Nor must a thought of such a thing be spoken ! 






Mars must become a coward in his mind, 






Wliilst Vulcan stands to prate of Venus' toys; 






Beauty must seem to go against her kind. 






In crossing Nature in her sweetest joys. 






But, oh! no more! It is too much to think, 






So pure a mouth should puddle water drink ! 


1 




But since the world is as thy woeful pass. 




Let Love's submission Honour's wrath appease ! 






Let not an horse be matched with an ass; 






Nor hateful tongue a happy heart disease! 






So shall the world commend a sweet conceit, 






And humble Faith on heavenly Honour wait ! ' 






• llirl. MSS. fiSIO, f. ISI. 
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By Tbomu Campion 



Xhod shall not love me ; neither shall those eyes 

Shine on my soul shrowdcd in deadly night; 
Tboa shall not breath on me thy spiceries, 

Nor rock me in thy quavers ofdtlight! 
Hold off thy hands ! for I had rather die, 

Than have my life by thy coy touch reviv'd! 
Smile not on me, but frown thou bitterly; 

Slay me outright; no lovers are long-liv'd! 
As for those lips reserv'd so much in store. 

Their rosy verdure slial! not meet with mine; 
Withhold thy proud embracements evermore; 

I'll not be swaddled in those arms of thine I 
Now shew it, if thou be a woman right; 
Embrace and kiss; and love me in despite. 

• Horl. M&S. GBIO, f. 150. Tbii MS, appeui to btttc the ( 



■ ThgnM CuDpion wm •utbor oT '■ Tie jirl if Bngliih Paene, 
mil»H, ie<n." It"'. •' RcUaim a/ the EHleTtBijaneml madt by Iki 
\t Lard KKOmtetfor ^vm Amr at Cam.amc Hautr, Lomdan, ISia." 
•. "iiatfut at irhilfhall, London, IfilS." «». •' Mat^ye a( tAt 
tarriage of Ikt Eerl of Seairrtel axd Lady FtoMf Howard, Lon~ 
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Thbicb toss those oaken askes in tlie air; 

And thrice three times tie up this true -love 's-kiiot; 
Tbice sit you down in this enchanted chair; 

And munnur soft, "she will, or she u;ill not." 
Go, bum those poiiion'd weeds in that blue fire; 

This cypress gather'd out a dead man's grave; 
These screech-owls feathers, and the prickly brier, 

That all thy thorny cart's an end may have ! 
Then come, you Fairies, dance with me around; 

Dance in a circle; let my love be centre; 
Melodiously breathe an enchanted sound; 

Melt her hard heart, that some remorse may enter ! 
In vain are all the charms I can devise; 
She halh an heart to break them with her eyes. 



BKAUTV friTHOUT LOVE, DEFORMITY. 



Tnou art not fair, for all thy red and white. 
For all those rosy temperatures in thee ; 



■ 
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Thou art not sweet, thougli made of mere delight; 






Nor fair nor sweet unless thou pity mc ! 






Thine eyes are blatrk, and yet tlieir glittering brightness 






Can night enlumine in her darkest den; 






Thy hands and bloody thoughts contriv'd of whiteness. 






Both black and bloody, if they murder men; 




■ 


Thy brows wliereon my good hap doth depend, 


! 


m 


Fairer than snow, or lilly in the spring. 


.■ 




Thy tongue which saves at every sweet word's end, 






Tliat hard as marble, thia a mortal sting. 




K 


I will not soothe thy follies: thou shalt prove 




■ 


That Beauty is no Beauty without Love. 






JXO.VTIUOUS.' 






Like Hermit poor, in pensive place obscure. 




, 


I mean to spend my days of endless doubt; 






To wdl such woes as time cannot recure. 






Where nought but Love shall ever find me out. 
My food shall be of care and sorrow made. 

My drink nouf;ht else but tears falVn from mine eyes; 
And for my light in such obscured shade. 

The flames may ser\-e that from my heart arise. 

' llarl. MSS. £910. 
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A gown of grief my body shall attire, 






And broken Hope shall be my strength and stay; 






And late Repentance, Unk'd with long Desire, 






Shall be the couch whereon my limbs I'll lay. 






And at my gate Despair shall linger still, 






To let in Death when Love and Fortune will." 






MENAPHOX'S SOXG. 




TniB " flolrrl GrrrK ■• Amdia " • 


Some say love. 




Foolish love. 






Doth rue and govern all the gods; 






1 say love, 








1 




Sets mens' senses tar at odds. 




Some swear love. 




-Smooth'd face love. 






Is sweetest sweet that men can have: 






1 say love, 






Sour love. 






Makes Virtue yield as Beauty's slave. 






A bitter sweet, a folly worst of all, 






That forceth Wisdom to be Folly's thrall. 






■^ J 




Love is sweet] 



Wherein sweet, 
In fading pleasure ttiat do fain: 

Beauty sweet. 

Is that sweet. 
That yields sorrow for a gain : 

If Love's sweet. 

Herein sweet. 
That minute's joys are monthly woes; 

'Tis not sweet, 

That is sweet. 
No where but where repentance grows; 
Then love who list, if beauties be so sour, 
Labour for me, Love rest in prince's bower! 



SEPHESTIA'S SONG TO HER CBILD. 



Weep not my wanton, smile upon my knee; 
When thou art old, there's grief enough for thee! 

Mother's wag, pretty boy. 

Father's sorrow, father's joy, 

When thy father first did see 

Such a boy by him and me, 




^ 
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He was glad, I was woe. 
Fortune's change made him so: 
When he had left his pretty boy, 
liast his sorrow, first his joy. 

Weep not my wanton, smile upon my knee; 

When thou art old, there's grief enough for thee! 

Streaming tears that never stint, 

Like pearl drops from a flint. 

Fell by course from his eyes, 

TTiat one another's place supplies; 

Thus he griev'd in every part, 

Tears of blood fell from lib heart. 

When he left his pretty boy. 

Father's sorrow, father's joy. 
Weep not my wanton, smile upon my knee; 
When thou art old, there's grief enough for thee ! 

The K-anton sm.il'd, father wept, 
Mother cry'd, baby leapt ; 
More he crow'd, more he cry'd, 
Nature could not sorrow hide. 
He must go, he must kiss 
Child and mother, baby bliss: 
For he left his pretty boy, 
Father's sorroWj father's joy. 
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Weep not my wanton, smile upon my knee; 




WLen thou art old, there's grief enough for ihee! 




A PLEASAXT ECLOGUE BETn'EEX 




AIONTAXUS AND CORIDON. 




Unnx "Dr. L-rlft-k Euplua^ OoWmi^acy." 


COHIDON. 


Say, Shepherd's Boy, what makes thee greet so sore? 




Why leaves thy pipe his pleasure and delight? 




Young are thy years, thy cheeks with roses dlght; 




Then sing for joy, sweet swain, and sigh no more. 


_ 


Tliis milk-white poppy, and this climbing pine. 


^H 


Both promise shade; then sit thee down and sing, 




And make these woods with pleasant notes to ring. 




Till Phoebus deign all westward to decline. 




MONTANUS. 




Ah, Condon, unmeet is melody 




To him whom proud contempt hath overborne: 




Slain are my joys by Phebe's bitter sconi; 




Far hence my weal, and near my jeopardy. 






^ J 
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Love's burning brand is couched in my breast, 






Making a Phcenix of my faithful heart; 






And though his fury do inforee my smart. 






Ah, blithe am I to honour his behest. 






Prepar'd to woes since so my Phebe wills, 






My looks dismay'd since Phebe will disdain, 






I banish bliss and welcome home my pain ; 






So streams my tears as showers from Alpine hills. 






In Error's mask I blindfold Judgment's eye; 






I fetter Reiison in the snares of Lust; 






1 seem secure, yet know not how to trust: 






I live by that which makes me living die. 






Devoid of rest, companion of distress, 






Plague to myself, consumed by my thought. 






How may my voice or pipe in tune be brought, 


1 




Since 1 am refl of solace and delight ? 




CORIDOS. 




I 


A laurel lad, what makes thcc here to love, 
A sugar'd harm, a poison full of pleasure: 
A painted shrine full 6ll'd with rotten treasure, 
A heaven in shew, a bell to them tliat prove. 


1 
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A gain in seeming, sliadow'd still with want; 






A broken staff which FoUy doth uphold: 






A flower that fades with every frosty cold, 


. 




An orient rose sprung from a wither'd plant. 






A minute's joy to guin a world of ^ef; 




■ 


A jiubtile net to snare the idle mind; 




I 


A seeming scorpion, yet in seeming blind; 




I 


A poor rejoice, a plague without relief. 




1 


For thee, Montanus, follow mine aread, 






Whom age hath taught the trains that Fancy useth; 






Leave foolish Love, for Beauty Wit abuseth, 






And drowns, by Folly, Virtue's springing seed. 






MONTANt'S. 






So blames the child the flame because it burns. 






And bird the snare because it doth entrap; 




■ 


And fools true love because of sony hap. 




1 






1 


But would the child forbear to play with flame. 




■ 


And birds beware to trust the fowler's gin; 




1 


And fools foresee before they fall in sin. 




1 


And masters guide their ships in better frame. 






The child would pmise the Are l)ecause it warms. 






And birds rejoice to see the fowler fail; 








k 
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And fixils prevent before their plagues prevwl. 
And sailors bless the baxks that save from lianns. 

Ah, Coridoii, tlioiigh muny be ihy years. 
And crooked Eld hath some experience left, 
Yet is thy mind of judgment quite bereft, 
lu view of Love, whose power in me appears. 

Tlie ploughman little wots to turn the pen, 

Or bookman skills to guide the ploughman's cart; 

Nor can the cobler count the terms of art, 

Nor base men judge the thoughts of mighty men. 

Nor wither'd Age (unmeet for Beauty's guide, 
Uncapable of Love's impression) 
Discourse of that, wiiose choice possession 
May never to so base a man betide. 

But I (whom Nature makes of tender mould. 
And Youth most pliant ji'elds to Fancy's fire) 
Do build my haven and heaven on sweet desire; 
On sweet desire more dcai to me than gold. 

Tliink I of Love? Oh liow my lines aspire! 
Hast thou the Muses to embrace my brows, 
Aud hem my temples in with laurel boughs. 
And fill my brains with chaste and holy fire? 



A 



Cictrpta tTubotiana. . 
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Tlieii leave my lines their Iiomely equipage, 
Mounted bcvfliid the cirele of the sun; 
Amaz'd I read the style when I have done, 
And her I love that sent that heavenly rage. 

Of Phebe then, of Phebc tlien I sing, 
Drawing the purity of all the spheres. 
The pride of earth, or what in heaven appears. 
Her honour'd face, and fame to light to bring. 

In fluent members, and In pleasant veins, 

I rob both sea and earth of all their state ; 

To praise her parts I eharm both time and fate, 

To bless the Nymph that yields me love-sick pains. 

My sheep are tuni'd to thoughta, whom froward will 
Guides in the labyrinth of restless Love; 
Fear lends them pasture wheresoe'er they move. 
And by their death their life renounceth still. 



I 



My sheep-hook is my pen, my oaten reed 
My paper where my many woes are written: 
Thus silly swain {with Love and Fancy bitten) 
I trace the plaints of pain in woeful weed. 

Yet are my cares, my broken sleeps, my tears. 
My dreams, my doubt, for Phebe sweet to me; 





Who wait€th heaven in Sorrow's vale must be. 
And glory shines where danger most appears. 



Then, Coridon, although I blithe me not, 
Blame me not man, since Sorrow is niy sweet: 
So willeth Love, and Phebe thinks it meet, 
And kind Montanus liketh well his lot. 



Oh stayless youth, by Error so misguided. 
Where Will prescribeth laws to perfect Wits, 
Where Reason mourns, and Blame in triumph sits, 
And Folly poisoneth all that Time provided. 

With willful blindness blear'd, prepar'd to shame. 
Prone to neglect occasion when she smiles; 
Alas that Love by fond and froward guiles 
Should make thee track the path to endless blame. 

Ah, my Montanus! eurscd is the charm, 
Tliat hath bewitched so thy youthful eyesj 
Leave off in time to like these vanities; 
Be forward to thy good, and flee thy harm. 

As many bees as Hebia daily shields, 
As many fry as fleet on ocean's face, 



d 
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As many herds as on the earth do trace, 






As many flowers as deck the fragrant fields. 






As many stars as glorious heaven contains. 






As many storms as wayward winter weeps. 






As many plagues as hell inclosed keeps; 






So many griefs in Love, so many pains. 






Suspicion, thoughts, desires, opinions, prayers. 






Mislikes, misdeeds, fond joys, and feigned peace, 






Illusions, dreams, great pains, and small increase. 












Trace, war, and woe, do wait at Beauty's gate; 






TTme lost, laments, reports, and pri\7 grudge, 




■ 


And last, fierce Love is but a partial judge. 




1 


Who yields for service, shame : for friendship, hate. 






HONTANU8. 






All adder-like I atop mine ears, fond swain, 






So charm no more, for I will never change ! 






Call home thy flock betime that stragling range, 






For, lo! the sun decHneth hence amain. 




1 


J.™.™ 


' 








^ 


J 



48 ... . ^iccrpln ^uboriana. 



BEST COVSIX, MRS. B4RB^R^ LOKE. 



Devoted love to God, to man, to thee. 
For hoped bliss, for kind, for kindred's sake. 
Did first inflame the frozen heart of me, 
That I this task too good should undertake. 

But do thou take it kindly at my hands. 
That I respect thy good in that I do, 
Though kind and kindness loo, two mighty bands, 
Should me of duty have e'en held therelo. 

But kind and kindness in tliis waidng age 
Are both abortive twns, both bom to die; 
And slain of self-love in a bitter rage. 
With no remorse of dear affinity. 

But never shall tli' injurious worldlings say, 
That I did kind or kindness cast away." 



I 

I 

I 
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Mr COUSiy, MICHAEI- COSOiyARTH. 



By Rtchint Catn nf A 



These Psalms which from their native sense exil'd. 
In soil of Barbarism long rov'd amiss, 
CoswAHTH culls home with high-tun'd voice of his, 
And for such dwellers doth meet palace build. 

Divine the author was, who them compil'd; 
Divine the stuff, divine the fashion isj 

'or di\-ine for truth men serves to this; 

Though on thy Muse to heaven up-mounted then. 

Thy mind inspired scorn Fame's lower blast, 
Yet will she blaze thy praises unto men 
And less estecm'd, the more thee follow fast. 
Myself of thee for these, of these for thee. 
Of both for both's worth will a lover be." 



^ Harl. MSS. esoe. It u pnaud to CoHwanh'* MS. Tcnioi 
tbt PiUmi, «f ohitb a •pnimto wiU hcroLfUr be prea. 



."Bitttfta ZuOorlsna. 
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GOOD COUSI.V, MR, MICHAEL COSOfFARTH. 



And now I have, as 'twBS thy kind desire, 
Unkindly gentle censure of thy skill : 
And with a rugged brow I did retire, 
The love 1 love thee with, and will love still ; 

For I»ve is blind, and winks to see the ill, 

When friends' perfections have a wandering got; 
But I that love with truer faith did kill : 
F^th sware I should that was amiss out-blot; 

Faith sware 1 should, but Love sware I should not: 
Thus Faith and Love eaeh otlier daring bold. 
When thy Muse saw, " be still," quoth she, " I wot 
That to amend, which any other could." 

And straight thy Muse herself did sweetly end It; 
As all the world it cannot now amend it.' 
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JiEST COUSIN, MR. MICHAEL COSOH'ARTH. 



X MUSE to see the modem wanton Muse 
To glory in these borrowed fabling toys, 
Whilst they the Muse of Muses all abuse, 
Which fills the ear and heart with perfect joys. 

Such scan thy verse, but scant can scan aright 
The height of tliy conceit, or depth of skill : 
In David zealous chaunts' they not delight, 
But, Micha like, perhaps controu! tliee will, 

Some this impeaching* seek to smother thee. 
That would no profit have but of their vein! 
But like thyself might all men projihets be, 
Say I, and with like merit honour g^n, 

Then some one grateful witness of thy praise 

Would seek with lasting words thy fame to raise.'' 



^ H>ri. MSS. esae. It » prffiicd to Counrth'* MS. Vrn 
Ibc hulmi, of whicb i ipccintii will bcrnflcr b« (ifcn. 
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Fair crystal eye, remain still fierce and cruel ! 

Your wanton smiles charm, wound, and kill my heart. 

Ah, no, smile still ! my heart is of such fuel. 

As bumeth when your eyes their frowns impart ! 
Ah, mitigate but these fair shining rays. 

So clear transparent tliat they dim my sight! 

No: veil them not; f«r then my grief displays; 

And Hope doth fail, when your eyes hide their light. 
Sweet, cruel, mild, fierce, smiling, full with tears. 

Love finds sufficient to increase my grief; 

None giving hope, but all augmenting fears, 

Briefly, all these do take away my life. 
Sweet, hide yourself, lest your fair sight <U5may me; 
Nay ; hide you not ! your absence sure will slay me I " 

■ A port ool rceordid bj RitHo. 
' Hul. MSS. £910, f. ISt. 
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OX AMBITION. 

AHBiTtoN with the eagle loves to build, 

And on the mountains dreads no winter blast. 
But with self- sooth iii)^ doth the humour gild, 
With arguments correcting what is past; 
Fore-casting kingdoms, dangers unforecast; 
Leaving this poor word of Content to such, 
Whose earthly spirits have not this fiery touch. 

fiut pleasures never dine but on excess, 

Whose diet, made to draw on all delight, 
And overcome in tliat sweet drunkenness. 
His appetite ntaintained by his sight, 
Strengtheneth Desire, but ever weakeneth Might, 
Until this ulcer ripening to an head, 
Vomits the poison which it nourished.' 



Ab, Life, sweet drop, drown'd in a sea of som^, 
A flying good, posting to doubtful end ; 

Still loving months and years to gain new hours; 
I^n time to have and spare, yet forc'd to spend ; 

1. MS$. 6910, f- i' 
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The growth, decrease, a moment all thou hast; 
That gone, are known; the rest to come or past. 

Ah, Life, the maze of countless straying ways, 

Ojjen to erring steps, and strew'd with baits. 

To wind weak senses into endless strays, 

Aloof from Virtue's rough unbeaten straits; 

A flower, a play, a blast, a shade, a drain; 

A living death, a never-turning stream.' 



MELtCERTVS'S M.-lDRtGAL. 



What are my sheep without their wonted food? 
What is my life except I gain my love? 
My sheep consume and faint for want of blood; 
My life is lost unless I grace approve: 

No flower that sapless tlirives. 

No turtle without fear. 
The day without the sun doth lour for woe. 
Then woe mine eyes, unless thy beauty see 
My sun Samela's eyes by whom I know. 
Wherein delight consists, where pleasures be! 
■ Hari. MSS. b-alO, f. ] 
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Nought more the heart revives. 
Than to embrace his dear. 

The stars from earthly humours gain their light. 
Our humours by their light possess their power, 
Samda's eyes fed by my weeping sight, 
liifudes my pains or joys, by smile or lour: 

So wends the source of Love; 

It feeds, it fails, it ends. 
Kind looks clear to your joy, behold her eyes, 
Admire her heart, desire to tasle her kisses. 
In them the heaven of joy and solace lies: 
Without them every hope his succour misses ! 

Oh, how 1 love to prove, 

Wlicreto this solace tends ! 




1 


CORIDOyS SONG. 




Fran "Br. L>^'. nip»»* a.l*>L>«-ir." 


A BLITHE and bonny country lass, 




Heigh ho, bonny lass; 






Sate sighing on the tender grass. 






And weeping said: "Will none come woo me?" 






1 
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A smicker boy, a llther swam: 

Heigh ho, a smicker swain. 
That in his love was wanton fain, 

With smiling loaks straight come unto hei. 

When as the wanton wench espied, 

Heigh ho, when she espied 
The means to make herself a bride, 

She simper'd smooth like bonny bell. 
The swain that saw her squint-eyed kind, 

Heigh ho, squint-eyed kind. 
His arms about her body twin'd, 

And said, "Fair lass, how fare ye, well?" 



Tlie country kit said, " Well forsooth. 

Heigh ho, well -forsooth ; 
But that I have a longing tooth, 

A longing tooth that makes me cry:" 
"Alas!" said he, " what gares thy grief, 

Heigh ho, what gares thy grief!" 
"A wound," quoth she, "without relief; 

I fear a msld that I shall die." 



I 



*' If that be all," the shepherd said, 
"Heigh ho," the shepherd said; 



IcicnpU VubBtiBna. . 



" I'll make thee wive it, gentle miud, 

And so recure thy malady:" 
Hereon they ki^t with many an oath, 

Heigh ho, many an oath ; 
And 'fore God Pan did plight tiieir troth. 

So to the church apace they hie. 



I 



And God send every pretty pa.te, 

Heigh ho, the pretty pate. 
Hat fears to die of this conceit. 

So kind a friend to help at last : 
Then maids shall never long again, 

Heigh ho, to long again; 
When they find ease for such a pain. 

Thus my Foundelay is past. 



MONTAXVS'S SONNET IN THE IFOODS. 
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AxAs 1 how wander I amidst these woods. 
Whereas no day bright shine doth find access ! 
But where the melancholy fleeting floods, 
(Dark as the night,) my night of woes express, 
Disarm'd of Reason, spoil'd of Nature's goods. 
Without redress to salve my heaviness 
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I walk, whilst thought (too cruel to my harms,) 
With endless grief my heedless judgment charms. 



My silent tongue assail'd by secret fear, 
My traitorous eyes imprison 'd in their joy: 
My fatal peace devour'd in feigned cheer, 
My heart enforc'd to harbour in annoy: 
My Reason rob'd of power by yielding Care, 
My fond opinions slave to every toy. 
Oh, Love! thou guide in my uncertain way, 
Woe to thy bow, thy fire, the cause of my decay ! 



I 



SALADINE'S SONXET. 



If it be true that heaven's eternal course 
With restless sway, and ceaseless turning glides : 
If air inconstant be, and swelling source 
Turns and returns with many fluent tides: 

If Earth, in Winter, Summer's pride estrange, 
And Nature secmeth only fair in change : 



If it be true that our immortal spright, 
Dcriv'd from heavenly pure, in wandering still, 



I 
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In novelty and strangeness dotti delight, 
And by discovering power discemeth ill: 
And if the body, for to work his best. 
Doth with the seasons change his place of rest: 

Wlience comes it, that inforc'J by furious skies, 
I change both place and soil, but not my heart, 
Yet salve not in this change my maladies? 
Whence grows it that each object works my smart? 
Alas! I see my faith procures my miss, 
And change in Love against my nature is. 
£l Jhrida pnHftHif. 



MOXTANVS'S PASStOX. 



riADST thou been bom whereas perpetual cold 
Makes Tantiis hard, and mountains silver old: 
Had I complain'd unto a marble stone, 
Or to the floods bewray'd my bitter moan, 

J then could bear the burthen of my grief: 
But even the pride of countries at thy birth, 
Whilst heaven did smile, did new array the earth. 
With flowers chief: 
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¥et thou, the flower of beauty, blessed born. 
Hast pretty looks, but all attir'd in scorn. 

Had I the power to weep sweet Mirrha's tears. 
Or by my tears to pierce repining ears: 
Hadst thou the heart to smile at my compltunt, 
To scorn the woes that doth my heart attaint, 
I then could bear the burthen of my grief: 
But not my tears, but truth with tliee prevails, 
And seeming sour thy sorrows thee assails : 

Yet small relief: 
For if thou wilt, thou art of marble hard; 
And if thou please, my suit shall soon be heard. 



CHARACTERS GRAfEX OX A BEECH TREE. 



f IRST shall the heavens want starry light ; 
The seas be robbed of their waves: 
Tlie day want sun, and sun want bright. 
The night want shade, the dead men graves. 
The April flowers, and leaves, and tree, 
Before I false my faith to thee. 



I 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ij^m w - ■ '—^^^^ ^u^^^^^^^^^^^^^^m 


1 


Cicnpu fiTutoiUiu 61 






First shall the top of highest hills. 






By humble pl^ns be overpride. 






And poets scorn the Muse's quilb, 






Ajid fish forsake the water glide: 






And Iris lose her colour'd weed, 






Before I fail thee at thy need. 






Fust direful Hate shall turn to Peace, 




■ 


And Love relent in deep disdain, 




1 


And Death his fatal stroke shall cease, 




M 


And Env7 piry every pMn, 






And Pleasure mourn, and Sorrow smQe, 






Before I talk of any guile. 






Fu^t Time shall stay his stayless race, 






And Winter bless his brows with com, 






And SDOw bemoisten Julia's face. 






And Winter spring and Summer mourn, 






Before my pen, by help of Fame, 






Cease to recite thy sacred name. 






ROSALIND'S DESCRIPTION. 




r^^Q>c»n,r. 


Like to the clear in highest sphere, 


1 


Where all imperial glory shines. 






h 
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Of self-same colours b her hair. 






Whetlier unfolded or in twines : 






Heigh ho, fair Rosalind. 






Her eyes are sappliires set in snow. 






Resembling heaven by every wink; 






Tlie Gods do fear when as tbey glow, 






And I do tremble when I think. 






Heigh ho, would she were mine! 






Her cheeks are Hke the blushing cloud, 


1 




That beautifies Aurora's face, 






Or like the silver crimson shroud, 






That Phoebus' smiling looks doth grace: 






Heigh ho, fair Rosahnd! 






Her eyes are like to budded roses. 






Whom ranks of UUies neighbour nigh, 






Within which bounds she balm incloses. 






Apt to entice a Deity. 






Heigh ho, would she were mine ! 






Her neck is like a stately tower. 






Where Love himself imprison'd lies, 






To watch for glances every hour, 






From her divine and sacred eyes; 






Heigh ho, for Rosalind. 








■ta J 
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Her paps are centers of delight, 




Her breasts are robes of heavenly frame, 


■ 




Where Nature moulds tlie dew of light. 


■ 




To feed Perfection with the same. 


■ 


i 


Heigh hu, would she were mine! 


1 


w 


With orient pearl, with ruby red. 


1 




With marble while, with sapphire blue. 


■ 




Her body every way is fed. 


■ 




Yet soft in touch, and sweet in view : 


■ 




Heigh ho, fair Rosalind 1 


■ 




Nature herself her shape admires. 


■ 




The Gods are wounded in her sight. 


■ 




And Love forsakes his heavenly fires. 


■ 




And at her eyes his brand doth light. 


■ 




Heigh ho, would she were mine ! 


1 




Then muse not nymphs though I bemoan 


1 




The absence of fair Rosalind, 


■ 




Since for a fair there is a fairer none, . 


■ 




Nor for her virtues so divine; 


■ 




Heigh ho, fair Rosalind; 


■ 




Heigh ho, my heart, would God that she were mine! 


■ 


i 




1 
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THE CONTENTa OF THE SCHEDULE 



SIR JOHN OF BORDEVX OAl'E HIS SONi 



Mt •ons, behold what portion I do give! 

1 leave you goods, but they are quickly lost; 

I leave advice to school you how to live; 

I leave you wit, but won with little cost; 
But keep it well, for counsel still is one, 
When fether, friends, and worldly goods are gone. 



I 



In choice of thrift, let honour be yoiu gain; 
Win it by virtue and by manly might: 
In doing good esteem thy trouble no pain; 
Protect the fatherless and widow's right: 

Fight for thy faith, thy country, and thy king; 

For why? this thrift will prove a blessed thing. 

In choice of wife prefer the modest, chaste! 
Lillies are fair in shew, but foul in smell; 
The sweetest looks by age arc soon defac'd: 
Then choose thy wife by wit, and living well. 
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Upon a tree, 
The eagle, Jove's fair bird, did perch, 

T)iere resteth he i 
A little Ry his harbour then did search : 
And did presume, (tliough others laugh'd thereat) 
To perch whereas the princely eagle sat. 

The eagle frown "d and sho*ik his royal wings. 
And charg'd the fly 
From thence to liie. 
Afr^d, in hast« the little creature flings. 

Yet seeks again, 
Fearful to perk him by the eagle's side. 

With moody vein 
The speedy post of Ganimede replied: 

" Vassel avaunt, or with my wings you die; 
la't fit an eagle seat him with a fly?" 



The fly crav'd pityj still the eagle fVown'd; 

The silly fly, 

R«ady to die, 
Disgrac'd, displac'd, fell groveling to the ground. 

The eagle saw. 
And with a royal mind said to the fly, 

" Be not in awe, 
I scorn by me the meanest creature die ! 





— -p^ ^ 
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Then scale thee here;" the joyful fly up-flin^, 






And sate safe shadow'd with the eagle's wings. 






DOROX'S DESCRIPTJOJV OF HIS FJIR 






SHEPHERDESS SAMELA. 




Frr.™,h.«B... 


Like to Diana in ber summer weed. 




Girt with a crimson robe of brightest dye. 






Goes fair Samela. 






Whiter than be the flocks ihal straggling feed. 


1 




When wash'd by Arethusa, faint they lie, 


1 




h fdir Samela. 






As fair Aurora in her morning grey, 






Deck'd with the ruddy glister of her Love, 






Is fair Samela. 






Like lovely Tlielis on a calmed day, 






When as her brightness Neptune's fancies move, 






Shines fair Samela. 






Her tresses gold, her eyes like glassy streams; 






Her teeth are pearl; the breasts are ivory 






Of fair Samela. 






Her cheeks like rose and lilly yield fortli gleams, 






Her brows bright arches fram'd of ebony, 






Thus fair Samela 






i i 
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Passctli fair Venus in her brigiitest hue, 




1 


And Juno, in the shew of majesty; 




1 


(For she's Saniela,) 




1 


Pallas in wit: all three if you well view. 




i 


For beauty, wit, and matchless dignity, 




r . 


Yield to Samela. 




f 


PHILLIDA AND CORIDOX, 




By Nichnl.. Br«oB. 


In the merry month of May, 




In a morn by break of day. 






Fonh I walk'd by the wood-side. 






When as May was in his pnde: 






Tliere I spyed, aU alone, 






Philllda and Condon. 






Much-ado there was, God wot; 






He would love and she would not. 






She iaid, " Never man was true:" 






He said, " None was false to you;" 






He said, " He had lov'd her long:" 






She said, " Love should have no wrong," 






Condon would kiss her then ; 






She said, " Maids must kiss no men. 
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Till ihej' did for guod and all:" 
Then she made the shepherd call 
All the heavens to witness truth : 
Never lov'd a truer youth. 
Thus with many a pretty oath, 
Yea and nay, and faith and troth, 
Such as silly shepherds use 
Wlien they will not Love abuse, 
Love which had been long deluded: 
Was with kisses sweet concluded. 
And Fhillida witli garlands gay 
Was made tlie lady of the May. 



j1 PASTORAI. of PHILLIS AND CORIDON. 



On a hill there grows a flower, 
Fair befall the d^nty sweet: 

By that flower there is a bower. 
Where the heavenly Muses meet. 



I 



In that bower there is a chair, 
Fringed all about with gold: 

Where doth sit the fairest fair, 
That ever eye did yet behold. 



^ 


m 
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It is Phillis fair and bright. 




■ . 


She that is the shepherd's joy : 




■ < 


She that Venus did despight, 




■ ^ 


And did blind her little boy. 




1 

■ 


This is she, the wise, the rich, 
That the world desires to see: 




■ > 


This is ipso qucE, the which, 




1; 


There is none but only she. 
Who would not this face admire? 




1 

■ 


Who would not this saint adore? 
Who would not this sight desire, 
Though he thought to see no more? 

Oh fair eyes, yet let me see 
One good look, and I am gone: 

Look on me, for I am he, 
Thy poor silly Coridon. 

Thou, that art the shepherd's queen, 
Look upon thy silly swain : 

By thy comfort have been seen 
Dead men brought to life again ! 








k 
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A STf'EBT PASTOB-AJ-. 


m 


Bytkcc. 


Good Muse rock me a-sleep 




With some sweet hannony: 


■ 




The weary eye is not to keep 


■ 




Thy wary company. 


■ 




Sweet Love be gone a while, 






Thou knowest my heaviness; 






Beauty is bum but to beguile 






My lieart of happiness. 






See how my little flock. 






That lov'd to feed on high. 


■ 




Do headlong tumble down the rot-k. 


■ 




And in the valley die. 


■ 




f 


1 




The bushes and the trees 






That were so fresh and green. 






Do all then- dainty colour lees, 






And not a leaf is seen. 






The blackbird and the thrush, 


■ 




That made the woods to ring, 


■ 




wL 1 
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With all the rest that are now at hush. 
And not a note they sing. 

Sweet Philomel the bird, 

That hath the heavenly throat, 

Doth now, alas ! not once afiiird 
Recording of a note. 

The flowers have had a frost, 
Eaoh herb hath lost her savour: 

And Phillida the fur hath lost 
The comfort of her favour. 

Now all these careful sights 

So kill nic in conceit. 
That how to hope upon delights. 

It is but mere deceit. 



And therefore, my sweet Muse, 
Tliou know'st what help is best: 

Do now thy heavenly cunning use, 
To set my heart at rest. 

And in a dream bewray 

What fete shall be my friend: 
Whether my life shall still decay. 

Or when my sorrow end. 
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ASTROPHELL, 

HIS SONG OF PHILLIDA AND CORIDON. 



By the same. 



Fair in a morn, O fairest Mom! 

Was never mom so fair; 
There shone a sun, though not the sun^ 

That shineth in the ur. 
For the earth, and from the earth, 

Was never such a creature; 
Did come this face; was never face^ 

That carried such a feature. 
Upon a hiU, O blessed hill ! 

Was never hill so blessed, 
Tliere stood a man, was never man 

For woman so distressed. 
This mto beheld a heavenly view. 

Which did such virtue give : 
As clears the blind, and helps the lame. 

And makes the dead man live. 
This man had hap, O happy man ! 

More happy none than he; 
For he had hap to see the hap, 

That none had hap to see. 
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This silly swain, and silly swains 

Are men of meanest grace; 
Had yet the grace, O gracious guest ! 

To hap on such a face. 
He pity cried, and Pity came; 

And pitied so his pain; 
As dying, would not let him die. 

But gave him life again. 
For joy whereof he made such mirth. 

As all the woods did ring: 
And Pan with all his swains came out 

To hear the shepherds sing; 
But such a song sung never was. 

Nor shall be sung again. 
Of Phillida the Shepherd's Queen, 

And Condon the swain. 
Fair Phillis is the Shepherd's Queen, 

Was never such a queen as she; 
And Condon her only swain. 

Was never such a swain as he. 
Fair Phillis hath the fairest face, 

That ever eye did yet behold; 
And Condon the constant'st fsiith. 

That ever yet kept flock in fold. 
Sweet Phillis is the sweetest sweet. 

That ever yet the earth did yield; 
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And Condon tlie kindest swain, 






That ever yet kept lambs in field. 






Sweet Philomel is Phillis' bini. 






Though Coridon be he that caught her: 






And Coridon doth hear her sing, 






Though Phillida be she that taught her. 






Poor Coridon doth keep the fields. 






Though Phillida be she that owes them : 






And Phillida doth walk the meads, 






Ttiougli Coridon be he that mows them. 






The little lambs are Phillis' love, 






Though Coridon is he that feeds them : 






The gardens fair are Phillis' ground. 






Though Coridon is he that weeds them. 






Since then that Phillis only is 






The only Shepherd's only Queen : 






And Coridon the only swain. 






That only hath a Shepherd been : 






Though Phillis keep her bower of state. 






Shall Condon consume away? 






No, Shepherd, no, work out the week, 






And Sunday shall be holy-day. 








L d 
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CORIDOX'S SUPPLICATION TO PHJLLIS. 


1 




fit':^2:: 


■ 




SwBBT Phillis, if a silly Bwain 


■ 




May sue to thee for grace, 


■ 




See not thy loving shepherd slwn, 


■ 




For looking on thy face. 


■ 




But tliink what power thou hast got. 


■ 




Upon my flock and me-. 


■ 


■i 


Thou seest they now regard me not; 


■ 


H 


But all do follow thee. 


■ 


^ 


And if I have so far presum'd, 


m 


i 


With prying in thine eyes, 


■ 


—} 


Yet let not comfort be consum'd, 


■ 


■ 


That in thy pity lies. 


■ 


■ 


But as thou art that Phillis fair, 


■ 




That Fortune favour gives, 


■ 




So let not Love die in despair. 


■ 




That in thy favour lives. 


■ 




The deer do browse upon the briar; 


■ 




The birds do pick the cherries: 


■ 




And will not Beauty grant Deare 


■ 


^^1 


One handful of her berries f 


■ 


p 


1 If it be so that thou hast awom. 


a 




That none shall look on thee; 


■ 




Yet let me know thou dost not scorn 


■ 


1 


To cast a look on me. 


1 




4 
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But if thy beauty m^e thee proud^ 

Think then what is ordain'd: 
The heavens have never yet allow'd 

That Love should be disdain'd. 
Then lest the fiettes that fevour Love 

Should curse thee for unkind. 
Let me report, for thy behove, 

The honour of thy mind. 
Let Condon, with full consent. 

Set down what he hath seen : 
That Phillida with Love's content. 

Is sworn the Shepherd's Queen. 

A shepherd's dream. 



By the Mune. 



A siLLT Shepherd lately sate 

Among a flock of sheep : 
Where musing long on this and that, 

At last he fell asleep. 
And in the slumber as he lay. 

He gave a piteous groan : 
He thought his sheep were run away; 

And he was left alone. 
He whoopt, he whistled, and he call'd; 

But not a sheep came near him : 
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Which made the Shepherd sore appall'd 

To see that none would hear iiim. 
But as the swain amazed stood, 

III this most solemn vein, 
Came Phillida forth of the wood, 

And stood before the swain: 
Whom wlien the ShepKerd did behold. 

He straight began to weep: 
And at the heart he grew a-cold, 

To think upon his sht-ep. 
For well he knew, where came the Queen, 

The Shepherd durst not stay: 
And where that he durst not be seen, 

The sheep must needs away. 
To ask her if she saw his flock. 

Might happen patience move-. 
And have an answer with a mock, 

That such demaiiders prove. 
Yet, for because he saw her come 

Alone out of the wood, 
He thought he would not stand as dumb, 

Wlien speech might do him good: 
And therefore falling on his knees. 

To ask but for his sheep, 
He did awake, and so did leese 

"Die honour of his sleep- 
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A REPORT SUNG IN A DREAM^ BETWEEN 
A SHEPHERD AND HIS NYMPH. 



^^«^^«^^>^'^^»^^»^'^< 



By the Mine. 

Shall we go dance the hay? The hay? 

Never pipe could ever play 

Better Shepherd's roundelay. 

Shall we go sing the song? The sang? 

Never Love did ever wrong: 

Fair maids hold hands all along. 

Shall we go learn to woo? To woo? 

Never thought came ever to^ 
Better deed could better do. 

Shall we go learn to kiss? To kiss? 

Never heart could ever miss 

Comfort, where true meaning is. 

Thus at base they run, They ruriy 

When the sport was scarce begun : 
But I awak't, and all was done. 
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ANOTHER OF THE SAME. 



By the lame. 



P^S^t^^fcl^.^^.^^S^N.^1^ 



Sat that I should say, I love ye? 

Would ye say, *tis but a saying? 
But if Love in prayers move ye. 

Will ye not be mov'd with praying? 

Think I think that Love should know ye? 

Will ye think 'tis but a thinking? 
But if Love the thought do show ye. 

Will ye loose your eyes with winking? 

Write that I do write you blessed. 
Will you wrjte, 'tis but a writing? 

But if Truth and Love confess it. 
Will ye doubt the true enditing? 

No, I say, and think, and write it. 
Write, and think, and say your pleasure 

Love, and Truth, and I endite it. 
You are blessed out of measure. 



I I M > n» I I I I 



CRITICISM. 

SNLESS the Editor labourii under a 
|K long-continued error of taste, there 
is something in the character of 
^ the Lyric compositions of Nicho- 
las Breton, which exhibits peculiar traits of 
elegance and airiness. Mr. G. Ellis, in his " Spe- 
cimens of early English Poets," has inserted 
eight pieces of this author in his second volume. 

I. "A Farewell to Folly," beginning, 

" Since secret spile bath sworn my woe." 

•2. " lAnei abridged from Tkirty-niiie Stanzas," 
beginning, 

" Not long ago, ns I at supper sat." 

3. "^ Pustorai of Phillis atid Coridon," here also 
printed, begin lung, 

" On a hill there grows a flower." 

4. "Pkillida and Coridon," also in these pages, be- 
ginning, 

" In the merry month of Miiy," 

5. " The Shepherd 's Address to fUt Muse," as here, 
beginning, 

" Good Mu8«, rock me asleep." 

6. "^ Quarrel tuitA Love," beginning, 

" O that I coTild write a story." 



A 
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7. "On the Death i^f Spenser," beginning, 
' ' Mournful Muses, Sorrow's 



"j-t siteet Cmiteiition between Love, his MUtress, 



" Love and my Mistress were at strife," 

Dr. Percy has also inserted N" 4, in liis 
" Ballads" and Mrs. Cooper has given one of 
those extracts in her " Muses Library" 

In his "Sir Philip Sydney's Ouranla,"'^ 
Breton cert^nly means himself by the charac- 
ter of Endymion, of whom he thus speaks : 

" Well could he sing divine and satcred lays, 
H'itli blessed notes as poets did record. 
In silver'd lines painting high Jovoh's praise, 
And eke the death of Christiuis' dying Lord. 
Such music did he oft Ids flock aSbrd; 
As made them leave their food to listen well. 
As if they were enchanted with the spell. 

Satyrs and Sylvans at the harmony 

Sometimes come durting from the darksome grove,'' 
Approving oft the chanting melody; 

And with their harsh and rural voices strove 

To sound the praises of celestial Jove ; 
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But when iheir pipes and voices lUsagreed, 
They held their peace and cast away their reed. 

Sometimes he made the rocks for to rebound. 

With echo of his notes; sometime the dales. 
And woo(b and springs- to yield n buhbling sound. 
As beaten with reflex of madrigulsi 
Sibilla's oracles, and prophets' tales: 
Which shew the way to immortality. 
In perfect hymns of true divinity. 

So well lie could his warbling notes divide, 
That other shepherds did hb lays admire. 
And set their notes, as he their pipes did guide. 
Until they could unto the like aspire; 
Yet never took he recompence, or hire: 
But as he lay upon th' Idean Hill, 
He daily sounded loud his oaten quill. 



But it seems by the concluding stanzas of 
the Poem, as if He, like other Bards, had fallen 
at length upon " evil davs," 

" He liVd awhile in reputation. 

Expounding oracles of theology: 

His flock was had in ostentation. 

As guided well by hia philosophy: 

Profoundly could he chant that mystery; 

In languages of highest poetry, 

Unfolding riddles uf antiquity. 
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I left the shepherd in this happy state. 

Feeding his lambs in mirth and jollity: 
But it fell out when I retumd of late. 
His mirth was moon, his solace misery. 
{Lo! here worlds glass of mutability!) 

He wrung his hands, and made a ruefijl moan. 
His drops of tears might pierce a marble stone. 

I wonder'd how lus blessed Comedy 
Could have so sudden alteration: 
I ask'd the cause of this his Tragedy; 
Heanswer'd: Eary'i Sophittication! 
I thought to write the whole narration: 
But sith Tragedies have a bloody end. 
During his life he will not have it penn'd." 



In one of the Dedicatory Sonnets, he speaks 
of being " chained in obscurity,'' and in another, 
of being "in distress, entrapped by malicious 
treachery, of snch as glory in his misery." 

In "Cevsttra L'Ueraria^ ix. isg, l6l, is an 
account of two of his poems, " The Saul's Im- 
mortal Crotvn," l605, and "The Ravish' d Soul, 
and the Blessed ff'eeper," 160I, and an extract 
is given from an Hj-mn pre6xed, which begins 
with these stanzas: 



^H 
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GLORIA IN EXCEUSIS DEO. 




H 


" Sing, my Soul, to Gcxl ihy Lord, 




^M 


All in glory's highe&t key! 




^H 


Lay the angels' choir aboard. 




^H 


In their highest holy day! 




^H 


Cmve their helps to tune thy heart 




H 


Unto praise's highest part. 




H 


Tell (he world, no world can tell 




^M 


^^'hnt the hand of Heaven deserveth; 


M 


H 


In nliose only mercies dwell 


■ 


H 


All that heaven and earth preserveth! 


m 


^K 






■ 


Faith's relieving. Comfort's living!' 




1 


Breton is mentioned in Beaumont and 




w 


Fletcher's "Scornful Lady," \6\6, in a manner 




H 


from which Mr. Park infers that be was then 




■ 


living.' 




H 


Perhaps specimens from out; of Breton's 




H 


prose works may uot be unacceptable in this 




H 


place. They are from a short book of charac- 




H 


ters, entitled, " The Good and the Badde ; or 




H 


Descriptions of the /f'ortkies and Unworthies of 




H 


the Age, London; l6l6, 4to. 




1 
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"A WORTHY GENTLEMAN. 
"A Worthy Gentleman is a branch of the tree of 
Honour, whose fruits are the actions of Virtue, as pleas- 
ing to the eye of Judgment, as tasteful to the spirit of 
Understanding: whatsoever he doth it is not forced, ex- 
cept it be evil, which either through ignorance unwitting- 
ly, or through compulsion unwillingly, he falls upon. He 
in Nature kind, in Demeanour courteous, in Allegiance 
loyal, and in Religion zealous; in service faithful, and in 
reward bountiful: he is made of no baggage stuff, nor for 
the wearing of base people; but is woven by the spirit of 
Wisdom, to adorn the court of Honour. His apparel is 
more comely than costly, and his diet more wholesome 
than excessive, his exercise more healthful than painful, 
and his study more for Knowledge than Pride: his Love 
not wanton nor common ; his gifts not niggardly nor pro- 
digal, and his carriage neither apish nor sullen. In sum, 
he is an approver of his pedigree, by the nobleness of ins 
passage, and, in the course of his life, an example to his 
posterity," 



" AN UNWORTHY GENTLEM.«<. 

"An Unworthy Gentleman is the scoff of Wit, and 
the scorn of Honour, where more wealth than wit is wor- 
shipped of simplicity; who spends more in idleness than 
would niaintain thrift, or hides more in misery than might 
purchase honour: whose delights are vanities, and whose 
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pleasures fopperies, whose study fables, and whose exer- 
cise worse than follies. His conversation is base, and his 
conference ridicidous; his affections ungracious, and his 
actions ignominious. His apparel out of fashion, and his 
diet out of order; his carriage out of square, and his com- 
pany out of request. In sum, he is like a mungrel dog 
with a velvet collar; a cart-horse with a golden saddle; a 
buzzard-kite with a falcon's bill; or a baboon with a pied 



i QUIET WOMAS. 



"A Quiet Woman is like a still wind, which neither 
cliills the body, nor blows dust in the face: her patience 
is a virtue that wins the heart of Love, and her wisdom 
makers her will well worthy regard: she fears God and 
flietli sin, sheweth kindness and loveth peace; her tongue 
is lied to discretion, and her heart is the harbour of good- 
ness : she is a comfort of calamity, and in prosperity a 
companion-, a physician in sickness, and a musician in 
help: her ways arc the walk towards heaven, and her 
guide is tlie grace of the Almighty: she is her husband's 
down-bed, where his heart lies at rest, and her childrens' 
glass ill the notes of her grace, her sen-ants' honour in the 
keeping of her liousc, and her neighbours' example in the 
notes of good nature : she seoms Fortune and loves Vir- 
tue, and out of thrift gathcreth charity: she is a Turtle in 
her love, a Lamb in her meekness, a Saiitt in her heart, 
and an Angel in her sold. In sum, slie is a jewel un- 
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prizable, and a joy unspeakable, a comfort in Nature in- 
comparable, and a Wife in the world unmatchable." 



" AN UNQUIET WOMAN. 

" An Unquiet Woman is the misery of man, whose 
demeanour b not to be described, but in extremities: her 
voice is the shrieking of an owl, her eye the poison of a 
cockatrice, her hand the claw of a crocodile, and her 
heart a cabinet of horror; she is the grief of Nature, the 
wound of Wit, the trouble of Reason, and the abuse of 
Time: her pride is unsupportable, her anger unquench- 
able, her will unsatiable, and her malice unmatchable: 
she fears no colours, she cares for no counsel, she spares 
no person, nor respects any time ; her command is mtfjrt, 
her reason ufiU, her resolution nhail, and her satisfaction 
so: she looks at no law, and thinks of no Lord; admits 
no command, and keeps no good order; she is a cross, 
but not of Christ; and a word, but not of grace; a crea- 
ture, but not of wisdom; and a servant, but not of God. 
In sum, she is the seed of trouble, the fruit of travail, the 
taste of bitterness, and the digestion of death." 



"AN USURER. 

"An Usurer is a fi^re of misery, who hath made 

himself a slave to his money: liis eye is closed from pity, 

and his hand from charity, his cnr from compassion, and 

his heart from piety: while he lives he is the hate of a 
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Christian, and, whea he dies, he goes with horror to hell : 
his study is sparing, and his care is getting, his fear is 
wanting, and his death is loosing: liis diet is either fast- 
ing or poor fare, his clothing the hangman's wardrobe, 
his house the receptacle of llu'evcry, iind his inusie the 
chinking of his money: he is a kind of canker that, with 
the teeth of interest, eats the hearts of the poor, and a 
venomous fly, that sucks out the blood of any fli-sli that 
he lights on. In sum, he is a servant of dross, a slave to 
misery, an agent for hell, and a devil in the world," 



" A BKnRAR is tlie child of idleness, whose life is a 
resolution of ease, his travel is most in the highways, and 
his rendezvous is commonly in an alehouse: his study is 
to counterfeit impotencv, and his practice to couzen sim- 
plicity of charity; the juice of the malt is the liquor of 
his life, iind at bed and board a louse is his companion : 
he fears no such enemy as a constable, and being ac- 
quainted with the stocks, must visit them as he goes by 
them: he is a drone that feeds upon the labours of the bee, 
and unhappily begotten, that is born for no goodness: his 
stiilf and his senp arc his walking furniture, and what he 
lacks in meat he will have out in drink; he is a kind of 
ciilerpillar that spoils much good fruit, and an unprofit- 
able creature to live in a commonwealth: he is seldom 
handsome, and often nolsesome; always troublesome, and 
never welcome : he prays for all, and preys upon all ; be- 
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gins witli blessing, but ends often witli cursing: if lie have 
a licenw; lie shews it with a grace, but if he have none he 
is submissive to the ground: sometimes lie is a thief, but 
always a rogue, and in the nature of his profession the 
shame of huoianit}'. In sum, he is coiflraonly begot in 
a bush, bom in a barn, lives in a highway, and dies in a 
ditch." 



Our author had given to the world in the 
preceding year another Prose Tract, entitled, 
" Characters upon Essays Moral and Divine," of 
which a specimen is to be found in " Censura 
Literuria," v. 52. Five of his poems are inserted 
in " T/ie Phirnix Nest," 1 59^J, of which a reprint 
in " The Ifeliconiii," is announced. His " Charac- 
ter i>f' Queen Elizabetir is revived \i\" NiclinLs's 
Progresses." 

A reprint of his " Longing of a Blessed 
Heart" has been produced by the Press of Lee 
Priory. 

A notice of his " Stml's Immortal Crown" 
n inserted in " The British Bibliographer.'" His 
" Melancholif Humours" and " Ravish' d Sonl," 
are now piintin^ at Lee Priory. 
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CONTKNT AND RICH. 
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DWELL in Grace's court. 








^^O 


' Enrich'd with Virtue's rights; 
Frnth guides my wit; Love leads my will; 


1 






^S^t 


Hope all my mind delights. 


1 




Inlo 


wly vales I mount 




To Pleasure's highest pitch; 






My seely shroud true honour brings; 






My poor estate is rich. 






My conscience is my crown, 






Contented thoughts my rest; 






My heart is happy in itaelf ; 






My bliss b in my breast. 






Enough I reckon wealth; 






A mean the surest lot; 






That lies too high for base contempt ; . 






Too low for Envy's shot. 






My wishes are but few, 






Alleasytoluiatl; 






I make the limits of my power 






The bounds unto my will. 






^ 


1 



IF "^ 


^ 
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I have no hopes but one, 








Which is of heavenly reign; 








lafects attained, or not desir'd, 








All lower hopes refrMn. 

I feel no care of coin; 

Well-doing is my wealth; 
My mind to me an empire is, 

While Grace affordcth health. 

I clip high climbing thoughts. 

The wings of swelling pride; 
Their fall is worst, that from the height 

Of greatest honours slide. 

Sith sails of largest size 
The storm doth soonest tear, 

I bear so low and small a saU, 
As freeeth me from fear. 








I wrestle not with Rage, 

While Fury's flame doth bum; 
It is in vain to stop the stream, 

Until the tide doth turn. 

But when the flame is out, 
And ebbing wrath doth end. 








K. i 



I turn a late enraged foe 
Into a quiet friend. 

And taught with often pnxrf^ 

A tempered cahn I find 
To be most solace to itadf^ 

Best cure for angiy mind. 

Spare diet is my fore^ 

My dothes more fit than fine^ 
I know I feed and clothe a foe. 

That pampered would repine. 

I envy not iheir hap^ 

Whom Favour doth advance; 
I take no pleasure in their pain^ 

That have less happy chance. 

To rise by others' fell 

I deem a losing gain; 
All states with others' ruins buDt^ 

To ruin run amain. 

No change of Fortune's calms 
Can cast my comforts down; 

When Fortune smiles, I smile to think 
How quickly she will frown. 
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And when in froward mood 
She proves an angry foe^ 

Small gain I found to let her come ; 
Less loss to let her go. 



^^^'^■*^#^»■^■»■^»^»^^>^»<« »'^^< 



ST. peter' S AFFLICTED MIND. 



By the aame. 



From hi* "Mmomim," 159&. 

If that the sick man groan^ 

Or orphan mourn his loss^ 
If wounded wretch may rue his harms^ 

Or caitiff shew his cross : 

If heart consum'd with care 

May utter signs of pain^ 
Then may my breast be Sorrow's home^ 

And tongue with cause complain. 

My malady is sin. 

And languor of the mind; 
My body but a lazar*s couch, 

Wherein my soul is pin'd. 

The care of heavenly kind 
Is dead to my relief; 
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Foriorn, and left, like orphan child. 
With sighs I feed my grief. 

My wounds with mortal smart 

My dying soul torment. 
And prisoner to my own mishaps, 

My follies I repent. 

My heart is but the haunt. 
Where all dislikes do keep : 

And who can blame so lost a wretch, 
lliough tears of blood he weep? 



SOXG, 1598.' 



SwBET-heart, arise! why do you sleep. 
When lovers wanton sports do keep? 
Tlie sun doth shine; the birds do sing, 
And May delight and joy doth bring: 
Then join we hands, and dance till night : 
"Hs pity Love should want his right. 



1 
I 
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SONG J 1598. 



From the same. 



On the plidns^ Fairy trains 
Were a treading measures; 
Satyrs play'd^ Fairies staid^ 
At the stop's set leisures : 
Nymphs began to come in quickly^ 

Thick and threefold: 
Now they dance^ now they prance^ 

Present there to behold. 



SONGy 1598. 



7 

From the same. 



Say, dainty Dames, shall we go play^ 
And run among the flowers gay; 
About the valleys and high hills 
Which Flora with her glory fills? 
The gentle heart will soon be won. 
To dance and sport, till day be done. 



f 



I 



M Cxcfq^ Sttlmfanuu 



JINOTHEML 

^Wm Shepherds sing, we fife, and phy; 
With pretty sport we pass the day: 

We care far no gold; 

But with our fald. 
We dance and piance, as Fkasme would. 



«^<^»»X»^»»^#<^J>»i»i»O^0»i^*i#^<»^»<» 



AN JBLEGT9 



IN REMEMBRANCE OF THE HONOURABLE THE 
LORD BOROUGH, 16i9S. 

CsASB now^ Delight! give Somm leave to speak; 

In floods of teazB bewailing his decease. 

Whose timeless death a stony heart would break; 

Sweet Borough's life was Music's, Life's, increase. 
Borough is dead! great Lord of greater fieunc, 
Ldve still on earth, by virtue of thy name ! 



>»^^ ^^-^ »«»i*>^#«»#<»i» ^ ^i#o^'»^^^^»'» ^ 



soy Of 1600. 

IYhbn Thoralis delights to walk. 
The Furies do attend her; 

They sweetly sing and sweetly talk. 
And sweetly do commend her: 




The Satyrs leap, and dance the round. 
And make their conges to the ground; 
And evermore their song it is, 
Long may'st thou live, fair Thoialis! 



I 

I 



SOJVGy 1 604. 

W^HiTHBB SO fast? See bow the kindly flowers 
Perfume the air, to make thee stay ! 

The climbing woodbine, clipping all these bowers. 
Clips thee likewLse, for fear thou pass away! 
Fortune our friend, our foe will not gainsay. 

Stay but awhile, Phcebe no teU-tale is: 

She her Endymion, I'll my Phcebe kiss. 



I 



SOXG, HJ04, 

SisTBR, awake! The day her light discloses; 
And the bright morning doth arise. 
Out of her bed of roses ! 
See the clear Suii, the World's bright eye, 
In at OUT windows peeping; 
Lo! how he blushcth to espy 
L's idle wenches sleeping. 
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Therefore awake^ make haste^ I say; 

And let ns, without staying. 
All in our gowns of green so gay 

Into the Faik a Maying. 



^i^^^»^^^«#»»»»^^^i^*»»< 



SOI^G^ 1588. 



From '*Bfr4*» ftelau, Semuta, otf Samg$.** 

I JOT not in no earttily bliss; 

I force not Croesus* wealth a straw; 
For care I know not what it is; 

I fear not Fortune's fatal law. 
My mind is such as may not move 
For Beauty bright, nor ibrce of Love. 

I wish but what I have at will; 

I wander not to seek for more; 
I like the plain; I climb no hill; 

In greatest storms I sit on shore, 
And laugh at them that toil in vain. 
To get what mu^t be lost again. 

I kiss not where I wish to kill ; 

I feign not love where most I hate; 
I break no sleep to win my will; 

I wait not at the mighty's gate : 
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I scorn no poor, nor fear no rich; 
I feel no want, nor have too much. 

The court and cart I like, nor loath; 

Extremes are counted worst of all: 
The golden mean between them both 

Doth surest sit, and fear no fall. 
This is my choice; for why, I find 
No wealth is like the quiet mind. 



SONGy 1588. 



From tlie same. 



Mt mind to me a kingdom is; 

Such perfect joy therein I find. 
That it excels all other bliss. 

Which God or Nature hath assigned: 
Though much I want, that most would have. 
Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

No princely port, nor wealthy store; 

No force to win a victory: 
No wily wit to salve a sore; 

No shape to win a loving eye. 
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To none of these I yield as thrall; 
For why^ my mind despise them all! 

I see that jdenty surfeits oft^ 
And hasty dimbers soonest fall: 

I see that such as are aloft^ 
Mishqp doth threaten most of all. 

These get with toQ^ and keqp with fear; 

Such cares my mind can never bear. 

I press to bear no haughty sway; 

I wish no more than may suffice: 
I do no more than wdl I may; 

Looky what I want my mind supplies. 
Lo, thus I triumph like a kmg, 
My mind content with any thing. 

I laugh not at another's loss; 

Nor grudge not at another's gain : 
No worldly waves my mind can toss; 

I brook that is another's bane : 
I fear no foe, nor fewn on friend; 
I loath not life, nor dread my end. 



My wealth is health, and perfect ease; 
And conscience dear my chief defence : 
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I never seek by bribes to please; 
Nor by desert to give offence : 
Thus do I live; thus will I die; 
Would all did so as well as I ! 



SOI^G, 1588. 



From the Mme. 



W^HAT pleasure have great princes 
More dainty to their choice^ 

Than heidmen wild, who careless 
In quiet life rejoice: 

And Fortune's fete not fearing. 

Sing sweet in summer morning. 

Their dealings plain and rightful 

Are void of all deceit; 
They never know how spiteful 

It is to feel and wait 
On favourite presumptuous. 
Whose pride is vain and sumptuous. 

All day their flodcs each tendeth; 

All night they take their rest, 
More quiet than who sendeth 

His ship into the East, 
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Where gold and pearl are plenty^ 
But getting very dainty. 

For lawyers and their pleading 
They' esteem it not a straw; 

They think that honest meaning 
Is of itself a law, 

Where Conscience judgeth plainly. 

They spend no money vainly. 

O happy who thus liveth, 
Not caring much for gold. 

With clothing which sufficeth 
To keep him from the cold : 

Though poor and plain his diet. 

Yet merry it is and quiet. 

SONNET^ 1595. 



By George Chapman, the Trunslator of Honjcr. 

Muses, that sing Love's sensual omperie, 
And lovers kindling your enraged fires 
At Cupid's bonfires burning in the eye, 
Blown with the empty breath of vain desires ; 
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You, that prefer the painted cabinet 

Before the wealthy jewels it doth store ye. 
That all your joys in dying figures set. 
And stain the living substance of your glory; 

Abjure those joys, abhor their memory; 
And let my love the honoured subject be 
Of Love, and Honour's complete history! 

Your eyes were never yet let in to see 
The majesty and riches of the mind, 
That dwell in darkness; for your God is blind. 



^^^«»^*«»^i»»^»#»^«^^»^^«^^^^^^«o^ 



MEDITATION WHEN WE GO TO BED. 

By William llunni*. 
From hU ** Hmn^ul ^ i/owMcUet,** 1595. 

O Lord my God, I wandered have 

As one that runs astray. 
And have in thought, in word, and deed. 

In idleness and play. 



Oflended sore thy Majesty, 

In heaping sin to »n. 
And yet thy mercy hath me spar'd; 

So gracious hast thou been ! 
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O Lord, my faults I now confess, 

And sorry am therefore; 
But not so much as fiedn I would : 

O Lord, what wilt thou more? 

It is thy grace must bring that spirit, 

For which I humbly pray. 
And that this night thou me defend, 

As thou hast done this day. 

And grant, when these mine eyes and tongue 
Shall foil through Nature's might. 

That then the powers of my poor soul 
May praise thee day and night. 



MEDITATION. 



By the same. 



From his '* Poor U^tdovaU Mile,** li8!». 

Xhou, God, that rul'st and reign'st in light, 

That flesh cannot attain ; 
Thou God that know^'st, the thoughts of men 

Are altogether vsSn ; 
Thou Gtxl, whom neither tongue of man, 

Nor angel can express; 
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Thou God it is^ that I do seek; 

Thou pity my distress ! 
Thy seat, O God, is every where; 

Thy power all powers transcend; 
Thy wisdom cannot measur'd be. 

For that it hath no end ! 
Thou art the power and wisdom too. 

And sole felicity : 
But I a lump of sinful flesh; 

Nurse of iniquity. 
Thou art by Nature merciiful. 

And Mercy is thy name; 
And I by Nature miserable. 

The thrall of sin and shame; 
Then let thy Nature, O good God ! 

Now work his force in me; 
And cleanse the nature of my sin. 

And heal my misery : 
One depth, good Lord, another craves; 

My depth of sinful crime 
Requires thy depth of mercy great. 

For saving health in time. 
Sweet Christ, grant that thy depth of grace 

May swallow up my sin; 
That I thereby may whiter be. 

Than even snow hath been. 
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CHRIST TO HIS SPOUSE. 



By Williain Baldwin. « 



From ** Solomon's Caniicles and Ballad*,*' 1549. 



THE TEXT, 

Lo^ thou art fair, my Love; lo, thou art fiedr; 
Thou hast dove's eyes. 



THE ARGUMENT, 



When the Charch hath tnuiscribed the glcny of all her goodneu 
to her beloved, and praised him as the author thereof, he, pleased 
with this her true judgment, praiseth her therefore, singing 
again, as foUoweth : 

Lo, thou, my Love, art fair: 
Myself have made thee so: 
Yea, thou art fair indeed, 
Wherefore thou shalt not need 
In beauty to despair; 
For I acceptthee so, 

For fair. 



For fair, because thine eyes 
Are, like the culver's, white; 



• Principal Author and Conductor of the '■'■ Mirror for Mag-is- 
Irate*,'* 1659, Stc. 
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Whose simpleness in deed 
All others do exceed; 
Thy judgment wholly lies 
In true sense of sprite 

Most wise. 



^^»i^N»'^^'<^^»^^^N^<^i^^'^N^^ 



THE DESCRIPTION OF THE SHEPHERD 

AND HIS WIFE. 

From ** tUhtri Grmme*i Mamtimg GaniMal,** 1016. 

It was near a thicky shade. 
That brood leaves of beech had made; 
Joining all their tops so nigh, 
That scarce Phoebus in could pry, 
To see if Lovers in the thick, 
Could dally with a wanton trick ; 
Where sate the Swain and hb Wife, 
Sporting in that pleasing life, 
That Coridon commendeth so. 
All other lives, to over-go. 
He and she did sit and keep 
Flocks of kids, and folds of sheep: 
He upon his pipe did play, 
She tuned voice unto hb lay. 
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And for you might her housewife know, 

Voice did sing and fingers sow: 

He was young, his coat was green. 

With welts of white seam'd between. 

Turned over with a flap. 

That breast and bosom in did wrap. 

Skirts side, and plighted free. 

Seemly hanging to his knee. 

A whittle with a silver chape. 

Cloak was russet, and the cape 

Served for a bonnet oft. 

To shroud him from the wet aloft: 

A leather scrip of colour red. 

With a button on the head; 

A bottle fiill of country whig, 

By the Shepherd's side did lig; 

And in a little bush hard by, 

There the Shepherd's dog did lie. 

Who while his master *gan to sleep, 

Well could watch both kids and sheep. 

The Shepherd was a frolic swain, 

For though his 'parel was but plain, 

Yet doon the authors soothly say, 

His colour was both fresh and gay; 

And in their writ^ plain discuss. 

Fairer was not Tytirus, 
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Nor M enalcas whom they call, 

ITie alderleefest swain of all; 

Seeming him was his wife^ 

Both in line and in life : 

Fair she was, as fiur might be. 

Like the roses on the tree; 

Buxom, blithe, and young, I ween, 

Beautious, like a Summer's Queen, 

For her cheeks were ruddy hued. 

As if lillies were imbrued. 

With drops of blood to make thee white. 

Please the eye with more delight; 

Love did lie within her eyes. 

In ambush for some wanton prize, 

A leefer lass than this had been, 

Coridon had never seen. 

Nor was PhiUis, that fair May, 

Half so gaudy or so gay : 

She wore a chaplet on her head. 

Her cassock was of scarlet red. 

Long and large as straight as bent. 

Her middle was both small and gent. 

A neck as white as whales' bone, 

Compast with a lace of stone; 

Fine she was, and fiedr she was. 

Brighter than the brightest glass: 



^ 
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Such a Shqpheid's wife as she^ 
Was not more in Hiessaly. 

Philador seeing this couple sitting thus 
lovingly, noted the concord of country amity, 
and began to conjecture with himself what a 
sweet kind of life those men use, who were by 
their birth too low for dignity, and by their 
fortunes too simple for envy : well, he thought 
to &11 in prattle with them, had not the Shep- 
herd taken his pipe in hand and began to play, 
and his wife to sing out this Roundelay : 



^^^^»»^^«»^>»»^^»^^>»»»<^^»i»'^» X V»>»^ 



THE shepherd' S fTIFE^S SONG. 



From the >ainc. 



Ah ! what is Love? It is a pretty thing. 
As sweet unto a Shepherd as a King, 

And sweeter too: 
For Kings have cares that wait upon a crown, 
And cares can make the sweetest love to frown : 

Ah then, ah then. 
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If country loves sucli sweet desires gain. 
What Lady would not love a Shepherd swain? 



His flocks are folded; be comes home at night, 
As merry a.s a king in his delight, 

And merrier too: 
For Kings bethink them what the state require, 
Where Shepherds careless carol by the fire; 

Ah then, ah tlicn, 
If country hives such sweet desires gain, 
What Lndy would not love a Shepherd swain? 



He kisselh first, then sits as blithe to eat 

Hifi cream and curd, as doth the King his meat; 

And blither too : 
For Kings liave often fears when they sup, 
Wlicre Shepherds dread no poison in their cup. 

Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires gain. 
What Lady would not love a Shepherd swain? 



To bed he goes, as wanton then I ween, 
As is a King in dalliance with a Queen; 

More wanton too : 
For Kings have many griefs aflects to move, 
Where Shepherds have no greater grief than Love 
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Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires gain, 
What Lady would not love a Shepherd swain? 

Upon his couch of straw he sleeps as sound. 
As doth the King upon his beds of down. 

More sounder too : 
For cares cause Kings full oft their sleep to spill, 
Where weary Shepherds lie and snort their fill: 

Ah then, ah then, 
K country loves such sweet desires gain. 
What Lady would not love a Shepherd swain? 

# 

Thus with his wife he spends the year as blithe, 
As doth the King at every tide or syth ; 

And blither too: 
For Kings have wars and broils to take in hand, 
When Shepherds laugh, and love upon the land; 

Ah then, ah then, 
If country loves such sweet desires gain, 
What Lady would not love a Shepherd swain ? 



•^••^«^*«^*«^^^P^4**^ 



.«-«••«• 
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HEXAMETRA ALEXIS IN LAUDEM ROSAMUNDJE. 



From the lamr. 



Oft have I h^rd my life, Condon, report on a love-day, 
When bonny maids do meet with the swains in the valley 

by Tempe, 
How bright-ey*d his Phillis was, how lovely they glanced^ 
When fro' th'Aarches Ebon blacky flew looks as a lightning, 
That set a fire with piercing flames even hearts adamantine, 
Face rose-hu'd, cherry-red, with a silver taint like a lilly. 
Venus' pride might abate, might abash with a blush to 

behold her: 
Phoebus^wires compar'd to her hairs unworthy the praising. 
Juno's state, and Pallas' wit disgrac'd with the Graces, 
That grac'd her, whom poor Coridon did choose for a 

love-mate : 
Ah! but had Coridon now seen the star that Alexis 
Likes and loves so dear, that he melts to sighs when he 

sees her ! 
Did Coridon but see those eyes, those amorous eye-lids. 
From whence fly holy flames of death or life in a moment. 
Ah ! did he see that face, those hairs that Venus, Apollo 
'Basht to behold, and both disgrac'd, did grieve that a 

creature 



n 
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Should exceed in hue^ compare both a god and a goddess: 
Ah ! had he seen my sweet Paramour^ the taint of Aleids, 
Then had he said^ Phillis, sit down surpassed in all points, 
For there is one more fair than thou, beloved of Alexis! 



»^-^^^^«i^i^«^S^>^'>^»^^^^S^^>^N»<^^^><^^<^^»«^^'^^^<^^ 



HEXAMETRA ROSAMUNDJE IN DOLOREM 
AMISSI ALEXIS. 



From the tame. 



Xbmps the grove where dark Hecate doth keep her 

abiding; 
Tempe the grove where poor Rosamond bewails her Alexis, 
Let not a tree nor shrub be green to shew thy rejoicing; 
Let not a leaf once deck thy boughs and branches, O 

Tempe ; 
Let not a bird record her tunes, nor chant any sweet notes, 
But Philomel, let her bewail the loss of her amours. 
And fill all the wood with doleful tunes to bemoan her. 
Parch *d leaves fill every spring, fill every fountain. 
All the meads in mourning weed fit them to lamenting. 
Echo sit and sing despair i'the vallies, i'the mountains; 
All Thessaly help poor Rosamond mournful to bemoan 

her: 
For she's quite bereft of her love, and left of Alexis, 



] 
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Once wiw she lik'd, and once whs she loved of wanton 

Alexis; 
Now is she loath 'd, and now is she left of trothlcss Alexis. 
Here did he clip and kiss Rosamond, and vow liy Diana: 
None so dear to the swain as I, nor none so beloved; 
Here did he deeply swear, and call great Pan for a witness, 
Tlial Rosamond was only the rose belov'd of Alexis, 
ThatThessaly had not such anothernymph to delight him: 
"None," quoth he, "but Venus fiur shall have any kisses; 
Not Phillis, were Phillis alive should have any favours, 
Nor Galate, Galate so fair for beauteous eye-brows, 
Nor Doris that lass that drew the swains to behold her: 
Not one amongst all these, nor all should gain any graces, 
But Rosamond alone to herself should have her Alexis." 
Now to revenge the peijured vows of faithless Alexis, 
Pan, great Pan, that heardst his oaths, and mighty Diana, 
You Dryads and watery Nymphs that sport by the foun- 



Fair Tempe the gladsome grove of greatest Apollo, 
Shrubs, and dales, and neighbouring lulls, that heard 

when he swore him. 
Witness all, and seek to revenge the wrongs of a virgin; 
Had any swain been life to me but guileful Alexis; 
Had Rosamond twin'd myrtle boughs, or rosemary 

branches. 
Sweet hollyhock, or else daffodil, or slips of a bay-tree, 
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And gtvca them for a gift to any swain but Akxis: 
Wdl had Alexis done t' have left hb rose for a gi^et. 
But Galate ne'er knr'd more dear her lovely Menalcas^ 
Than Rosamond did dearly love her trothless Alexis, 
Endymion was ne'er belov'd of hb CiUierea, 
Half so dear as true Rosamond bdov'd her Alexis. 
Now sedy lass, hie down to the lake, haste down to die 

willows; 
And with those fbmken twigs go make thee a chqplety 
Mournful sit, and sigh by the springs, by the brooks, by 

the riversi 
mi thou turn f(nr grief, as did Niobe to a marble; 
Melt to tears, pour out thy plaints, let Echo reclaim them. 
How Rosamcmd that loved so dear is left of Alexis, 
Nowdie, die Rosamond, let men engrave o' thy tomb-stone: 
Here she lies that loved so dear the youngster Alexis, 
Once beloved, forsaken late of fisdthless Alexis: 
Yet Rosamond did die for love, false hearted Alexis. 



PHILADOR'S ODE THAT HE LEFT ¥FITH 
THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 



From the Mime. 



VThen merry Autumn in her prime. 
Fruitful mother of swift Time, 
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Had fiird Ceres' lap with store 

Of vines and corn^ and mickle more. 

Such needful fruits as do grow 

From Terra's bosom here below; 

Tityrus did sigh and see 

With heart's grief and eyes gree; 

Eyes and heart both full of woes. 

Where Galate his lover goes; 

Her mantle was vermillion red, 

A gaudy chaplet on her head; 

A chaplet that did shroud the beams. 

That Phoebus on her beauty streams: 

For sun itself desir'd to see 

So fiedr a nymph as was she; 

For, viewing from the East to West, 

Fair Galate did like him best: 

Her hce was like to Welkin's shine; 

Crystal brooks, such were his eyne; 

And yet within those brooks were fires, 

That scorched youth and his desires. 

Galate did much impair 

Venus' honour for her fedr: 

For stately stepping Juno's pace. 

By Galate did take disgrace; 

And Pallas' wisdom bear no prize, 

Where Galate would shew her wise. 
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This gallant girl thus paneth bj 
Where Tltynu did aghing lie: 
Sighing sore ibr'Love strains 
M<ffe than sighs from Lover's veins. 
Tears in eye, thought in heart. 
Thus hu grief he did impart. 
Flair Galate but glance thine eye; 
Here lies he that here must die: 
For Love is death, if Love not gain^ 
Lover's salve for Lover's pain. 
Vfinten seven and more are past. 
Since on thy face my thoughts I cast: 
When Galate did haunt the plains. 
And ficed her sheep amongst the swainsr 
When every shepherd left his flocks. 
To gaze on Gralate's fiedr locks. 
When every eye did stand at gaze. 
When heart and thought did both amaze: 
When heart from body would asunder, 
On Galate's fair face to wonder: 
Then amongst them all did I 
Catch such a wound as I must die: 
If Galate oft say not thus, 
I love the shepherd Tityrus. 
'Tis Love, fiedr Nymph, that doth pun 
Tityrus thy truest swain; 
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True, for none more true can be, 

llien ^till to love, and none but thee. 

Say Qalate, oft smile and say, 

Twere pity Love sIiquM have a nay: 

But such a word of comfort ^ve. 

And Tityrus thy Love shiill live: 

Or with a pterdng frown reply, 

I cannot live, and then I die. 

For Lover's nay, is Lover's death! 

And heart-break frowns doth stop the breath. 

Galate at this arose, 

And with a smile away she goes, 

As one that little car'd to ease 

Tityrus, pain'd with Love's disease. 

At her parting, Tityrus 

Sighed am^n, and said thus: 

*'0 that women are so fair. 

To trap mens' eyes in their hair, 

With beauteous eyes. Love's fires, 

Venus' sparks tiiat heats desires: 

But, oh ! that women have such hearts, 

Such thoughts, and such deep piercing darts, 

As in the beauty of their eye, 

Harbour nought but flattery: 

Their tears are drawn that drop deceit, 

l^eir faces calends of all sleight, 
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Their smiles are lures, their looks guile^ 
And all their love is but a wile ! 
Then Tityr leave, leave Tityrus 
To love such as scorns you thus : 
And say to Love, and women both. 
What I liked, now I do loath." 
With that he hied him to the flocks. 
And counted Love but Venus' mocks. 



^S^^'^^^^^*^^N^»i^^»^i^.^^'^S^^^S^s^^<#^^i^'^^N^^^ 



THE SOXG OF A COUNTRY SIVAIN AT THE 



RETURN OF PHILADOR. 



From the Bame. 



The silent shade had shadowed every tree, 
And Phoebus in the west was shrouded low: 
Each hive had home her busy labouring bee, 
Each bird the harbour of the night did know; 

Even then, 

When thus, 
All things did from their weary labour liii, 
Mcnalcas sate and thought him of his sin. 
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His head on hand, his elbow on his knee. 
And tears, like dew, be-drencht upon his face. 
His face as sad as any Swains' might be: 
His thoughts and dumps befitting well the place. 

Even then. 

When thus, 
Menalcas sate in passions all alone : 
He sighed then, and thus he 'gan to moan. 

'^ I that fed flocks upon Thessalia plains, 

And bade my lambs to feed on dafibdil ; 

That liv'd on milk and curds, poor Shepherds' gains. 

And merry sate, and pip'd upon a pleasant hill : 

Even then, 

When thus, 
I sate secure, and fear'd not Fortune's ire. 
Mine eyes eclipst, fast blinded by Desire. 

Then lofty thoughts began to lift my mind; 
I grudg'd and thought my fortune was too low ; 
A Shepherd's life 'twas base and out of kind; 
The tallest cedars have the fairest grow. 

Even then. 

When thus. 
Pride did intend the sequel of my ruth. 
Began the fiaults and follies of my youth. 



I 
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I left the jfields^ and took me to the town; 
Fold sheep who list; the hook was cast away; 
Menalcas would not be a country clown^ 
Nor Shepherd's weeds^ but garments fiar more gay. 

Even then, 

When thus, 
Aspiring thoughts did follow after ruth. 
Began the faults and follies of my youth. 

My suits were silk, my talk was all of state; 
I strecht beyond the compass of my sleeve; 
The bravest courtier was Menalcas' mate; 
Spend what I would, I never thought on grief. 

Even then. 

When thus, 
I lasht out lavish, then began my ruth ; 
And then I felt the follies of my youth. 



I cast mine eye on every wanton face. 
And straight Desire did hail me on to Love ; 
Then, Lover-like, I pray'd for Venus' grace, 
That she my mistress' deep affects might move. 

Even then. 

When thus. 
Love trapt me in the fatal bands of ruth. 
Began the faults and follies of my youth. 
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No cost I sparM to please my Mistress' eye^ 
No time ill-spent in presence of her sight; 
Yet oft we frown'd, and then her love must die; 
But when she smil'd^ oh^ then a happy wight; 

Even then, 

When thus^ 
Desire did draw me on to deem of ruth; 
Began the faults and follies of my youth. 

The day in poems often did I pass^ 

The night in sighs and sorrows for her grace; 

And she as fickle as the brittle glass^ 

Held sun-shine showers within her flattering fiice. 

Even then^ 

When thus, 
I spy'd the woes that womens' loves ensu'th; 
I saw, and loath the follies of my youth. 



I noted oft that Beauty was a blaze; 

I saw that Love was but a heap of cares. 

That such as stood as deer do at the gaze. 

And sought their wealth amongst Afiection's thares. 

Even such, 

I saw, 
Which hot pursuit did follow after ruth. 
And fostered up the follies of their youth. 



J 
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Thus dogg'd with Lovej with passions and with grkf, 
I saw the country life had least molest; 
I felt a wound and fein woidd have relief. 
And this resolv'd I thought would fell out best. 

Even then. 

When thus, 

I felt my senses almost sold to ruth, 

< 
I thought to leave the follies of my youth. 

To flocks again, away the wanton town. 
Fond pride avaunt, give me the Shepherd's hook, 
A coat of grey, FU be a country clown; 
Mine eye shall scorn on Beauty for to look: 

No more 

Ado: 
Both Pride and Love are ever painM with ruth. 
And therefore ferewell the follies of my youth." 



^><»^^ f^Sf » .r^^^^^^S^t^^ ^»» *■* 



The Tract J from whence these Poems are 
taken J concludes thus : 



^^Xhus, Gentlemen, have I presented you with my 
^Mourning Garment:* though a rough thread, and a 
coarse dye: yet the wool is good. If any Gentleman 



. 
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wear it, and iSnd it so warm, that it make him sweat out 
all wanton desires^ then, 

O me forlicem et fortunatam. 

It may be thought the shape seem bad, yet the opera- 
tion may be better, and seem secret; virtue may be hid- 
den in so ragged a garment. Diogenes' cloak would 
make a man a cynic, and if my robe could make a man 
civil, what care I, though I sat with him and delivered 
precepts out of a tub: scorn it not; Elias' garment was 
but a mantle, and yet it doubled the spirit upon Elizeus: 
reject not this, be it never so base; it is a mourning suit; 
if you make the worst of it, wear it as the Ninivites did 
their sackcloth^ and repent with them; and I have played 
the good tailor. I hope there will be none so fond as 
to measure the matter by the man, or to proportion the 
contents of my Pamphlet by the former course of my 
fond life ; that were as extreme folly as to refuse the rose 
because of the prickles, or to make light esteem of honey 
because the bee hath a sting. What? Horace writ wan- 
ton Poems, yet the gravest embraced his Odes and his 
Satires. Martial had many lacivious verses, yet none re- 
jected his honest sentences. So I hope, if I have been 
thought as wanton as Horace, or as full of amours as Ovid: 
yet you will vouchsafe of my ^Mourning Garment,* for 
that it is the first fruits of my new labours, and the last 
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farewell to my fond desires. I know Momus will look at 
it narrowly, and say there is too little cloth; Zoilus with 
his squint eyes will find fault with the shape, so shall I 
be bitten both for matter and method. Well, I care not 
though they be crabbed, if I find other Gentlemen cour- 
teous: let an ass strike me, I will never lift my heel; 
and if Diogenes be cynical, I will shake off his frumps 
with Aristippus. Because that Gentlemen have past over 
my works with silence, and have nd me without a spur, 
I have (like blind Bajrard) plodded forward, and set fDrth 
many Pamphlets full of much Love, and little Scholarism: 
well though Hipanchian could not warble like Orpheus, 
yet he could pipe, and though Ennius wrote a rough 
style, yet he was a Poet : the flint is a stone as well as 
the diamond, and I may term myself a writer, though 
an unskilfull inditer. What? Every one dips not his 
finger with Homer in the bason, nor all mens' works 
cannot be excellent. Howsoever, I have pleased some, 
and so I pass it over. But henceforth I mean to oflend 
few : for as this is the first of my reformed passions, so 
this is the last of my trifling Pamphlets: so farewell. 

flOBERT GREENE." 



^«.. «..«.■«■ 



ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



A BLITHB and bonny country Um, SI 
Ah I what b LoTe t It U a pretty thinf, 1 1« 
Ah« Lif^, sweet drop, drown*d in a sea of iour«» 

ss 
Alas ! how wander I amidst these woodt, 57 
A man of late was put to death, 17 
Ambition with the eagle loves to build, 53 
Amonpt the groTes, the woods, and thicks, 91 
And now I hare, as 'twas thy kind desire, 50 
A silly Shepherd lately sate, 78 
Beauty, alas I where wast thou bom, 9 
Cease now.Delight! give Sorrow leave to speak;9e 
Deroted love to God, to man, to thee, 4« 
Disdain that so doth fill me, 87 
Fair in a mom, O fairest Mora I 74 
Fair crystal eye, remain still fierce and cruel I M 
First shall the heavens want starry light) 00 
From deep gulf of misfortune. Si 
Good Muse, rock me a-sleep, 79 
Hadtt thou been bom whereas perpetual cold, 59 
I dwell in Grace's court, 99 
If it be trae that heaven's eternal course, 58 
If that the sick man groan, 95 
lU warned once, the Ethnics thus repent, 6 
I joy not in no earthly bliss} lOO 
1 muse to see the modem wanton Muse, 51 
Iniquity seeks out companions still, 4 
In the merry month of May» 89 
It was near a thicky shade, 109 
Like Hermit poor, in pensive place obscure, S7 
Like to the clear in highest sphere, 61 
Like to Diana in her summer weed, 68 
Live ever, valorous renowned knights: 17 
Look, London, look! with inward eyes behold, 8 
Lo, thou art fair, my Love; lo, thou art fair; 108 
Lord, how long, how long wilt thou, 94 
Muses no more, but Maxet be ymir names, 33 
Muses, that sing Love's sensual emperie, 104 
My mind to me a kingdom is; lOl 
My sons behold what portion I do give I 65 
O could the mighty but give bounds to pride, 97 
Of all chaste birds the Phoraix doth excel; 64 
Of late what time the Bear turaM round, 99 
Oft have 1 heard my life, Coridon, report on a 

love-day, 115 



O heavenly God, O Father dear, 14 

O Lord my God, I wandered have, io§ 

On a hill there grows a flower, 70 

On the plains. Fairy trains, 97 

Say, Shepherd's Boy, what make* thee greet so 

sore? 41 
Say, dainty Dames, shall we go play, 97 
Say that 1 1 hould say, I love ye i 81 
Shall we go dance the hayt Tke ksy/ 80 
Sister, awake t The day her light discloses^ 99 
Sitting late with sorrows sleeping, 18 
Sleep, Death's ally, oblivion of tears, 16 
Some say love, 38 

Sweet'heart, arise I why do you sleeps 96 
Sweet Phillis, if a silly swain, 77 
Tempe, the grove, where dark Hecate doth keep 

her abiding} 116 
The Lord my pastor is} he tends me heedlfuly}95 
These Psalms which from their native sense 

exil'd, 49 
The silent shade had shadowed every tfee, 198 
Thou art nat fkir, for all thy red and white, S6 
Thou, God, that ral'st and reign'st in light, 106 
Thou Shalt not love me; neither shall those eyes, 

35 
Thrice toss those oaken ashes in the aln 96 
Virtue can bear, what can on Virtue fkllj 31 
Weep not, my wanton* smile upon my knee; 39 
Wend on in peace, and proeecnte this course, 3 
We Shepherds sing, we pipe, and play, 98 
What are my sheep, without their wonted food? 

54 

What pleasure have great princes, lOS 
When disobedience reifneth in the child* I 
When meny Autumn in her primes 118 
When Tbofalis delighto to walk, 98 
When tender ewes, brought home with evening 

sun, 66 
Where servants against masttra do rebel, 6 
Where whoredom reigns, there mvrder fellows 

fMt,9 
Whither so fiut? See how the kindly floivers, 90 
Who life doth loath, and loogs Death to behold* 

90 
Woe to the trains of women*- foolish hMt, 7 
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CAyro XL. 

From WHIobie't "JvUa." 

tID. 4th ttu. iw>. 

ArtKK [oDg abiriKr D. H- happeoiDj In camt id 

to her bouar, uid finding hn nil iIudf nmongtt bti m 

Ding, uid nutbiag, hut going borne wrult thru ten 

be nllnl fail i>n Maimi, anJ lent Ihrm onto her. 



;t folloniag, which 



IIILST erst I had my Ubeily, 
To ranfie the woods wliere fancy list, 
The cause of all my misery. 
By heedless haste my way I mist: 
Until I found within a plain 
A crystal well, where nymphs remain. 




As weary of this wild-goose rnce. 
That led askance, 1 know not where, 
I ehose at length a shadow place, 
To taLe the eold and pleasant aXr; 

But from the brink of that same well 
1 saw my heaven, or else my hell. 
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I saw a bird from joining grove, 
That soaring came with comely grace: 
The Lilv and Vermilion strove, 
In maiden -like and lovely face : 

With seemly arms instead of wings; 

No claws, but fingers set with rings. 

And in her hand she held a dart, 

As being of Diana's train: 

O, that's the cause of all my smart, 

And breeder of this endless pain 1 

The thing I sought not there I find. 
And lost the freedom of my mind. 

While on her eyes my eyes did hang, 
From rolling eye there sprang a glance; 
And therewith heard a sudden clang, 
lliat struck me in a deadly trance : 

But wak'd 1 saw blind Cupid's craft, 
And in my heart the golden shaft. 



I sued for grace, but she denied ; 
Her lofty looks she cast awry: 
And when my folly she espied, 
She laugh'd to see my misery : 
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Away she soars, and from my sight 
She smiling takes her parting flight. 

You are the bird that bred the bane. 

That swelleth thus in restless thought; 

You are the snare that thus hath ta'ne. 

And senses all to thraldom brought: 

You are the jailor that do keep 

Your friend in bonds and dungeon deep. 

Renowned chaste Penelope, 

With all her words could not redrive 

Her suitors, till she set a day 

In which she would them answer give; 

When thready spindle full was grown. 
Then would she choose one for her own. 

They daily came to see the end. 

And every man doth hope to be 

The chosen man to be her friend; 

But women's wiles here men may see; 
Her spill was never fully span. 
For night undid that day had done. 

I hope the like you have decreed. 
That found you spinning but of late; 
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Would God your spill were full of thread. 
That might relieve my wretclied state: 
I will forget the wrongs are past, 
So you will choose me at the last. 

Choose one at length, 1 know you will; 

Let tried faith for ten years space, 

However that your spindle fiU, 

With joy possess that empty place : 
And if you will, I do protest 
My love sltaJI fu surmount the rest. 

These lines that hope for better spi-ed. 

Hi loving spies are sent to iee; 

Wliere you liave spun up all your thread, 

And wliat good hap in left for roe: 

Let their return yet make him glad, 
Whom love's despair hath made so s; 
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SONSET in. 
From " Calka," contitt'mg ijf 109 SoimetM. 



Mobs than most fair, full of that heavenly fire, 
Kindled above to shew the Maker's glory; 
Beauty's first-bom, in whom all powers conspire 
To write the Graces' life, and Muses' story ; 

If in my heart all Saints ebe be defaced. 
Honour the Shrine where you alone are placed ! 

Thou window of the sky, and pride of spirits, 

True character of honour in perfection; 

Thou heavenly creature, judge of earthly merits. 

And glorious prison of man's pure affection; 

If in my heart all Nymphs else be defaced. 
Honour the Shrine where you alone are placed I 



SOSNET IF. 

You little stars that live in skies, 
And glory in Apollo's glory^ 
In whose aspects conjoined lies 
The Heaven's will and Nature's story; 




M 
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Joy to be liken 'd to those eyes, 

Which eyes make all eyes glad or soif^ 

For when you force thoughts from above, 
These overrule your force by love. 

And thou, O Love, which In these eyoi 
Hast married rea.son with atfeetioii, 
And made tbcni saints of Beauty's skies, 
Where joys are shadows of perfecUon, 
Lend me thy wings that I may rise 
Up not by worth, bu t tliy election : 

For I have vaw'd in strangest ^hion 

To love, u)d never seek compasskm. 

• r•r?^c'- ■• ■''■ •■■■■•.' 
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CtrpiD, my pretty boy^ leave off thy crying; 
Thou shalt have bells or apples ; be not peevish; 
Kiss me, sweet lad; beshrew her for denying; 
Such rude denials do make children thievish! 

Did reason say that boys must be restrained? 
What was it! Tell: hath cruel honour chidden? 
Or would they have thee from sweet Myra weaned? 
Are her fair breasts made dainty to be hidden } 



^^^^^ 1 


* 
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Tell me, sweet boy, doth Myra's beauty threaten f 






Must you say grace when you would be a playiiift? 






Dues she cause thee make faults to make thee beaten ? 






Is beauty's pride in innocenti hetrayinK? 






Give me a bow, let me thy quiver borrow. 






And she shall play the I'bild with love or sorrow. 






SOSNET XXil 






Was ever man so over-match *d with boy? 






When 1 am thinking how to keep him under. 






He plays and dallies me with every tny; 






With pretty stealths he makes me laugh and wonder. 






When with the child, the child-lhoughls of mine own 






Do long to ptay and toy as well as he; 






The boy is sad and melancholy grown. 






And with one humour cannot lung agree. 






Straight do I scom and bid the child away. 






The boy knows fury, and soon sheweth me 






Cffilica's sweet eyes, where love and b<auty play. 






F'ury turns into love of that I see. 






If these mad changes do mttke children gods. 






Women and children are not far at odds. 






. i 
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I 



SONXET XXI III. 

Kaction, that ever dwells 
III courts where wit eiureb, 

Hath set defiance: 
Fortune and Love have awom 
That tbey were aerer bom 

Of one alliance. 

Cupid, that doth aspire 
To be God of dexire, 

Swears lie gives laws: 
That where his arrows hit, 
r^i < Some joy, some sorrow it^ .>1>l*«< 

FortuDe no cause. 

Fortune swean weakest hearts. 
The books of Cupid's arts 

Turn with her wheel : 
Senses themselves shall prove. 
Venture hath place in love, 

Ask them that feel. 

This discord It begot 
Atheists, that honour not 
Nature, thought good; 
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Fortune should ever dwell 
In courts where wits excel : 
Love keep the wood. 

Thus to the wood went I, 
With Love to live and die; 

Fortune's forlorn : 
Experience of my youth 
Thus makes me think the truths 

In desert bom. 

My Saint is dear to me^ 
Myra herself is she. 

She fair and true : 
Myra that knows to move 
Passions of love with love : 

Fortune, Adieu. 



SONNET XLiy. 

Absbncb, the noble truce 

Of Cupid's war: 

Where though desires want use. 

They honour'd arc. 

Thou art the just protection 

Of prodigal aflfection, 
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Have thou the praise; 
When bankrupt Cupid bravefh^ 
Thy mines his credit saveth 
With sweet delays. 

Of wounds which presence makes 
With beauty's shot, 
Absence the anguish slakes, 
Buthealeth not: 
Absence records the stmes 
Wherein Desire glories. 
Although she bum, 
She cherisheth the spirits 
Where Constancy inherits 
And Passions mourn* 

Absence, like dunty clouds, 
On glorious bright. 
Nature's weak senses shrouds 
From harming light. 
Absence maintains the treasure 
Of pleasure unto pleasure. 
Sparing with praise; 
Absence doth nurse the fire. 
Which starves and feeds desire 
With sweet delays. 
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Presence to every part 

Of Beauty ties. 

Where wonder nilea the heart. 

There Pleasure dies: 

Presence plagues mind and senses. 

With modesty's defences. 

Absence is free: 

llioughts do in absence venture 

On Cupid's shadow'd centre. 

They wink and see. 

But thoughts be not so brave 

With absent joy; 

For you with that you have 

Yourself destn)y: 

The absence which you glory. 

Is that which makes you sorry. 

And bum in vain: 

For thought is not the weapon, 

Wherewith thoughts-ease men cheapen. 

Absence is pun. 
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SONNET LI. 

Away with these self-loving lads. 

Whom Cupid's arrow never glads; 

Away, poor souls, that sigh and weep 

In love of those that lie asleep; 

For Cupid is a meadow God, 
And forceth none to kiss the rod. 

Sweet Cupid's shafts like destiny, 

Do causeless good or ill decree; 

Desert is borne out of his bow. 

Reward upon his wing doth go; 

What fools are they that have not known 
That Love likes no laws but his own. 

My songs Ihcy he of Cynthia's praise, 

I wear her rings on holv days, 

III every tree I write her name, 

And every day I rend the same. 

Wiiere Honour Cupid's rival i.-, 
There miracles arc sctn rjf his. 

If Cynthia crave her ring of nic, 
I blot her name out of the tree, 
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If doubt do darken things held dear, 
TTien well-fare nolliing once a year. 

For many nin, but one must win, 
Fools only heiigf the Cuckoo in. 

The worth that worthiness should move. 

Is Love, that is the bow of love; 

And Love as well thee foster 

As can the mighty nobleman. 

Sweet Saint, 'lis true you worthy be. 
Yet without I»ve nought worth to me. 



SONNET LXXXJ. 
UvDKR a throne 1 saw a Virgin tat. 
The red and white rose quartered in her face ; 
Star of the North, and for true guards to it. 
Princes, Church, States, all pointing out her Grace. 
The homage done her was not bom of Wil, 
Wisdom admir'd, Zeal took Ambition's place. 
State in her eyes taught Order how to fit, 
And fix confusion's unobserving 

Fortune can here clium nothing truly great, 
But that this princely creature is her seat. 
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SONNET LXXXII. 

You that seek what life ia En death, 
Now find it air that once was breath. 
New names unknown, old nnmcs gone: 
Till time end bodies, but souls none. 

Reader! then make time, while you be, 

But steps to your eternity. 



SONNET LXXXIV. 

JPabewell, sweet boy, eomjilain not of my truth; 
Thy mother loved thee not with more devotion ; 
For to thy boy's play 1 gave all my youth; 
Young Master, 1 did hope for your promotion. 

While some sought lionours, princes thoughts observing; 
Many wooed Fume, the child of pain and anguish; 
Others judged inwurd good a chief deserving; 
I in thy wanton visions joyed to languish. 



I bow'd not to thy image for succession, 

Nor bound thy bow to shoot reformed kindness; 
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Tl)y plays of hope and fear were my eonfessionj 
The spectacles to my life was thy blindness: 
But Cupid now fureivell, I will go play me 
With thoughts that please me less, and less betray 



soNifET xcriii. 

Wrapt up, O Lord, in man's degeneration, 
The f^Iories of thy truth, thy joys eteriml. 
Reflect upon my soul dark desolation. 
And ugly prospects o'er the sp'ri s infernal. 
" Lord, I haie sinned, and mine iniquity 
Deserves this hell; yet, Lord, deliver me." 

Thy power and mercy never eom pre bended, 
Rest lively imngrd in my conscience wounded: 
Mercy to gmee, and power to fear extended, 
Both infinite, and I in both confounded; 

" Lord, 1 have tinned, nnd mine iniquity 
Deserves this hell; yet, Luird, deliver me." 

If from this depth of sio, this hellish fpvve, 
And fatal absence from my Saviour's filory, 



i 
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I could implore his mercy, who can save. 
And for my sins, not pains of sin, be sony : 
Lord, from this horror of iniquity. 
And hellish grave, thou wouldst deliver 



*»i»»^«y»»»^^i»^^»»#»^»»^»#»^#'#i»^»^^ 



SONNET CV. 



Xhrbb things there be in Man's opinion dear. 
Fame, many Friends, and Fortune's dignities: 
False visions all, which in our sense appear, 
To sanctify desire's idolatry. 

For what is Fortune but a watery glass? 
Whose crystal forehead wants a steely back, 
Where rain and storms bear all away that was. 
Whose ship alike both depths and shallows wreck. 

Fame again, which from blinding power takes light. 
Both CflBsar's shadow is, and Cato's friend; 
The child of humour, not allied to right, 
Living by oft exchange of winged end. 

And many Friends, false strength of feeble mind. 
Betraying equals, as true slaves to might ; 
Like echos still send voices down the wind. 
But never in adversity find right. 
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Then Man, though virtue of extremities. 

The middle be, and so hath two to one; 

By place and nature constant enemies. 

And against both these no strength but her own: 

Yet quit thou for her Friends, Fame, Fortune's throne; 

Devils there many be, and Gods but one. 



SONNET CFIIL 

wVhat is the cause why states, that war and win, 
Have honour, and breed men of better fame 
Than states in peace, since war and conquest sin 
In blood, wrong liberty, all trades of shame? 

Force-framing instruments which it must use, 
Proud in excess, and glory to abuse. 

The reason is. Peace is a quiet nurse 

Of idleness, and idleness the field 

Where wit and power change all seeds to the worse. 

By narrow self-wit upon which they build; 

And thence bring forth captiv'd inconstant ends, 
Neither to princes nor to people friends. 

Besides, the sins of peace on subjects feed, 

And thence wound power, which for it all things can; 
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With wrong to one despairs in many breed, 
For while laws, oaths, power's creditors to man^ 
Make humble subjects dream of native right, 
Man's faith abused adds courage to despite. 

Wliere conquest works by strength, and stirs up Fame^ 
A glorious echo, pleasing doom of pain, 
*^ Which in the sleep of death yet keeps a name. 
And makes detracting loss speak ill in vun." 

For to great actions time so friendly is. 
As o'er the means (albeit the means be ill) 
It casts forgetfulness, veils things amiss. 
With power and honour to encourage will. 

Besides things hard a reputation bear, 

To die resolved though guilty wonder breeds; 

Yet what strength those be which can blot out fear. 

And to self- ruin joyfully proceeds; 

Ask them that from the ashes of this fire, 
With new lives still to such new flames aspire. 
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TRANSLATION OF THE PSALMS 

from tht MS. ViilUtlitH of 

jKaxcis Dftrss®N. 

HARI,. MSS. 6930, 



1. Hk's blest that wnlhs nut after ill men's sway. 
Nor stands in their perverse and crooked way, 
N'ur seiiiti him in tlie ciiuir nf pestilence, 
To scorn and scot)' at good men's innocence. 

•2. But liis delight and soul's content ts fix'd 

Still on God's law, atid all liii ttiooghts are mix'd 
With sucri^d raptures, which both day and night 
His soul revolves with conif<»t and delight. 

3. He shall be like a tree close by the streams, 
Spreading his toFly sprouts untu the beams 
Of (he reviving sun, which doth produce 
His timely fniU. to his glad Miutcr's use. 
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Whose sappy roots so bountiful to all 
His laden boughs, that not a leaf doth fall; 
So whatsoe'er it be this man intends, 
It still is crown'd with most successful ends. 

4. As for the Godless men, it fares not so 
With their designs, but all doth backward go; 
And as neglected chaff, whiff'd here and there 

5. By a rough careless blast. When they appear 
Before God's dread tribunal, he shall then 
E'en with his breath confound those evil men. 

6. For God doth know, and knowing doth approve 
The good man's way, and his uprightness love: 
But wicked men. as both their way and thought. 
Shall perish utterly, and come to nought. 



PSALM I. (allter.) 



By Ricbard Gipps. 



1. Hb*s blest, that wicked counsel ne'er obeys, 
Nor leads a careless life in sinner's ways; 
Nor sitting in his chair full fraught with pride, 
Will scornfully the righteous deride. 
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Z. But makes God's holy laws his soul's delight, 




r 


Recording them each day and every night. 






3. He shall be like the fruitful tree, which grows 






Upon a bank, by which a river flows: 






Whose leaf shall know no fall ; whose fruit deceives 






No hopeful owner; but exceeds the leaves. 






4. But wicked men, as chaff from better com 






With every puff of wind away is borne. 






5. So when the Judge of Heaven and Earth shall come 






To sit in judgment at the day of doom, 






They shall not stand before hia sight, but then 






Their sins shall sever them from righteous men. 






6. Tlius ill men perish: God them not regards; 


















PSALM VI. 




Brte.rhBnM- 




l. While thy rage, Lord, is enflamed, 






Let not faulty me be named; 








. i 
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Not yet in wrath, O God, ^H 


1 


Betake thee to lliy rod. .^^^^M 




2. But in mercy look upon me; ^^^^^^^| 


i 


For such griers have over f^ne me, ^^^^^^^| 


M 


Thut all my strength \s gone, -I^^^^H 


m 


And crush'd with )>&!□ and mosD. ^| 


w 


O infuse thy bahn of pity, H 




Bring me heal'd into tliy city; ^H 




For I am sore perpleu'dj ^M 




My sapless bones are vex'd. ^H 




3. Neither is my soul protected ^H 




From her gripes, but worse aflfected. ^| 




But, Lord, how lung shall 1, ^| 




Unanswer'd, to thee cry? ^^ 




4. Resume thy wonted favour, 




Send my soul a healthful savour; 




And for thy mercy, save 




Me, not for aught I have. 




5. Dust unto his dust returned, 




Thinks not on thee: who enuraed 


1 


In the still greedy pit. 




Will give thee praises 6t? 
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6. Griefs assail me still, so easeless, 
That I faint with sorrows ceaseless; 
Each night my restless bed 
Swims with the tears I shed. 
My couch, whereon I whilom rested, 
Mine eyes bedews with sighs molested. 

7* My sight to dimness grows. 
Half sunk in by my foes. 

8. But hence from me, ye wicked rabble. 
That joy in ill, and irainly babble; 

For God hath b«^nt his ear. 
My turtle's voice to hear. 

9. He heard, and kindly condescended 

To those poor suits my soul commended: 

10. So that my foes shall Ml, 

And be coufounded all. 
And turned back with blame, 
And pot to sudden shame. 



•■<i»'»'«'<« 
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By Richird Gippi. 



1 . Do not correct tnt in thy wrath, O God, 
Nor in thy fury let me feci ihy rod. 

2. For 1 am weak ; Lord, pity mc therefore ! 
Lord, heal me, for my very bones are sore. 

3. My soul is troubled, and that much dismay'd me; 
But, Lord, how long wilt thou forbear to aid me? 

4. O turn again, and rne for pity save; 
And my poor soul deliver from the giare. 

5. Shall dead men's bones to future ages blaze thee J 
Or hath the grave's wide mouth a tongue to pnuse 

thee? 

6. Each night with mourning I bedew my bed. 
And with salt t«ars my couch is watered. 



7 . My sight grows dim : mine eyes are sunk to see 
My foes rejoice, and work my misery. 
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8. But now ye workers of iniquity, 

Tlie Lord hath heard my cry : depart from me. 

9. He hears my mournful lamentation; 
And will receive my supplication. 

10. He will confound my foes, and vex them all; 
Shame and confusion shall them befall. 



. psjILm hi. 



By Joceph Bryan. 



Domine quidf 

1 . Lord, thou seest to what a number 
They are grown, that me encumber; 
And what mighty ones they be. 
That rise up 'gainst poor weak me. 

2. Many think my soul forsaken, 
Seeing me so sorrow shaken; 
And, insulting, say. In thee 
Tliere is no help, my God, for me. 

3. But thou. Lord, art my defender. 
My sole hope, and safety-sender; 



I 
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And the I'lfler of my head 
Far above the waves of dread. 

4. When T felt myself enthralled. 
Unto thee, O Lorrf, I called; 
And thou didst hear, and cheer me still 
Out of thy most holy hill. 



5. Then I Uid me down and rested, 
And rose up slill unmolested; 
For thy wakeful care did keep 
Me most safe, while I did sleep. 

6. Though ten thousands were arrayed. 
Yet I would not be dismayed, 
Though they hem'd me round, and I 

Saw no means to fight or fly, 

7. Up, O Lord, my God, and aid me. 
For thou smit'st those that dismay'd n 
On their fierce and grinding jaws, 
And hast broke their fangs and pawa. 

8. For from thee is our salvation. 
All our help, and preservation; 
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And thy blessing, Lord, doth dwell 
With thy chosen Israel. 



PSALM VUL 



By Jotcph BfTsn. 



1. Lord, our God, how full of glory 
Is thy name ! how large thy stoiy 

All the earth throughout! 
Thou thy glory high hast reached, 
By no means to be impeached 

By the hell-bom rout. 

2. Thou the wise ones hast refused. 
And hast babes and sucklings used 

To declare thy might. 
Strength in them thou hast ordained, 
That thy foes might be restrained, 

Still subdued quite. 

S. When the Heavens I do ponder. 

Which thou hast stretch 'd out with wonder. 
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Curtain -tike to sight; 
And that glorious eye, all seeing, 
Quickntng all tilings that have being. 

Moon and stars so bright. 

4. Wliat ia man, of dust composed, 
That thy mind is so disposed 

To him, Lord, I say? 
What is man, thai thou shouldst mind him. 
Or man's son, to have assiga'd him. 

Lord, thy care alway? 



. Lord, thou art a free bestower: 
Thou hast made him little lower 

Than the angels were I 
Thou with worship hast renown'd him, 
And with might and glory crown'd him, 

For thy Viceroy here. 



6. Thou hast given him dominaUon 
On the works thy hands did fashion. 

Even on them all. 
AD things under his protection 
Thou hast put, and in subjection 

At his feet they fall. 







^ 


■ 
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1 


7- The Seecy sheep, to man so gameful, 




The big-boned ox, in work so painful, 


j 




And in all the field 






Not a beast so fell or raging, 






But to man, his wTath assuaging, 




1 


Did obeysance yield. 

8. All the winged troop >wift-gliding 
Through the air; the fishes sliding 

Through the sea so vast ; 
Though the air be so unbounded, 
And the sea so deep unsounded, 






Yet thy doom is pa^t : 






All which pass the sea's paths, pathless 






Unto man, their homage, wratbless, 






Yield, though ne'er so stout. 

9. Lord, our God, how full of glory 
Is thy name ! how large the story 
All the world throughout! 




ll 






L 
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99 ... . dcfcyfs Vt^ocfanw. 



PSJLM XXIIL 



Bf Jotrpb Bi7«B. 



1. Gtbhat Jehovah, Jacob's keqier^ 
Israel's watchman, never-sleeper^ 
Shepherd-like, vouchsafe to feed 
Me, hb sheep; what can I need? 
He me keeptnf , none can harm iiie» 
He, the Lord of Hosts, doth ana me. 
Good he sends, dispelling ill; 
Kindly keeps, and feeds me still. 

2. He doth feed me in a pastme 

Clad with spring's rich various vestUKy 
Through which honey-bubbling iMOoks 
Glide in their meandring nooks; 
Pasture, to prevent my leanness, 
Brooks, to wash me from undeanneas; 
Pastures, brooks, to fill uiy joy; 
Brooks in pasture, lest I cloy. 

3. He doth bring me, being strayed, 
Home, upon his shoulders laid; 
Guides me, child-like, in his ways. 
For his namesake and his praise: 



U 
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Seeks me, lost ; no pains he spareth; 
Bears me, found, and for me careth ; 
Seeks me, bears me, guides my way. 
Wholly lost, and gone astray. 

4. Though my walk were Death's sad valley, 
Whence pale-ashy-shades should sally, 
Yet, my God, thou being there, 
Dreadless, I no ill would fear, 

For thy power o'er I>eath prevaileth; 
At thy good all evil quaileth; 
For thy staff and tut'ring rod. 
Stay, and comfort me, O God. 

5. Thou my table hast enlarged, 

And with precious cates surcharged. 
In despight and sight of those 
Toad-swoln beasts that be my foes. 
Balmy oil thou hast appointed. 
And therewith my head anointed; 
And my cup above the brim 
With heart-cheering wine doth swim. 

6. Doubtless, Lord, thy grace and favour 
Not of end or change do savour; 



. ^ttrrpta fuUotiana. 



So that I shall spend my days 
In thy house, to blaze thy praise. 



PSALM XXFI. 



By Jaxpli Brjsn. 



1. JtJDGE, O Lord, mine innocence, 
And my care to shun offence. 
Lord, I trust in ihcc for ever; 
Therefore shall I still persever. 

2. Prove and try me; my afTections, 
Known to thee, need no detections. 

3. Lord, thy mercy is the stay. 
That upholds me in thy way. 

4. To lewd men I ne'er assented. 
Nor with hollow-hearts frequented. 



. I have had in detestation 
Wicked men's association. 
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6. In mine innocency still 

Wash my guiltless hands I will ; 
And to thee, my safety's-sender. 
Vows and offerings will I render, 

7. To declare thy preservations 
Of my soul to generations. 

8. In thy temple, in thy sight. 
Is my joy and soul's delight. 

9. Lord, my soul with sinner's suit not ; 
It with bloody men repute not, 

10. Who by fraud augment their portion. 
Whose hands swell with bribes' extortion. 

1 1. In uprightness I'll proceed; 
Save me^ send me help at need. 



12. By thine aid my foot is grounded 
In thy paths, and not confounded. 
Lord, I'll praise thee 'mongst all nations, 
In the greatest congregations: 
And thine altar with oblations 
I will load, for oft salvations. 



. ^itttf la ^uttciiana. 



psjLM xxvin. 



B; JiMcpb Brftn. 



1. To thee, O Lord, o1 ower, 

I pray, I chH. 1 y, 

God, my strength and tower, 

Give ear, and n l<e replj; 
Lest if my poor peti in 

From thee no answer have, 

1 be in liEtecLmdition 

Of them that sleep in grave. 

2. O hear my supplication, 

And in thy mercy mark 

My hand's, heart's, elevation 

Towards thy holy ark, 

3. Account me not in favour 

With men that joy in ill, 
Whose words of friendship savour, 
When hate their hearts doth fill. 



. Reward their ill inventions 
As justly they desene, 
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And guerdon their intentions 
That still iu mischief swerve. 

5. Lord, for thy works they care not, 

The great works thou hast wrought; 
Destroy thou them and spare not. 
And make them less than nought. 

6. AH praise to thee I'll render 

For thy sweet mercy's sake; 
Who heard'st, and heard, didst tender 
The prayers I did make. 

7* My strength is all reposed, 

My hope, help, heahh, in thee; 
Harp, heart, and voice exposed 
To joyful songs most free. 

8. Thy church is still maintained 

By thy almighty hand; 
Our foes are still restrained, 
And we, untouched, stand. 

9. Protect, O Lord, thy Sion, 

Thy lot, thy fk)ck, thy fold; 
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By Judah's might)' lion 
Let it be still rxtoU'd. 



PSALM XLIII. 



1 . I AppBAx, O God, to thee ; 
O give sentence, Lord, with me. 
And defend my helpless cause 
'Gainst such men as bate thy laws. 
O deliver me from those 
That deceitfully can gloze. 



. For thou art the God of whom 
All my strength and help doth comi 
Why, O why, liast thou from thee 
So estranged and parted me? 
And why doth my pact so slow 
Me dejected, heartless, sliniv. 
While insulting enemies 
Press me with their injuries? 

. O send out thy trutli, and light, 
To instruct and lead me right; 
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To conduct me to thy hill. 
And thy dwelling, holy still. 

4. Then unto thine altar I 
With oblations will hie, 
Oflfering there to thee, who art 
Joy and gladness to my heart. 
And upon my harp will sing 
Praise to thee, O God, my king. 

5. O, my yol, O, why art thou 
So cast down? so heavy now? 
And why art thou in my breast 
So disturbed of thy rest? 
Wait on God, be patient. 
And in him be confident. 

Yet I will remain the same. 
To give thanks to his great name ; 
For he is my God of Might, 
Who my countenance sets right. 



1 1 1 1 1^»-» » » I 
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Bj Joieph Brjrin. 



1. O God, from them that grudge 
Preserve me by thy name; 
And by thy power judge me, 
And put my foes to shame. 

2. O hear my supplication, 
For I am poor and Heakj 
Hear, hear with ncceptation 
Tlie tear-dew'd words I speak. 

S. For strangers liave insulted 
In pride, on my poor state; 
Fell tyrants have consulted 
My soul t<) ruinate. 
These tyrants have not placed 
Thy fear before their face, 
But would have me defaced, 
Me, me, that thee embrace. 

4. Behold, ye godly livers, 
God, help to me doth send, 



dretpta ITuliotfaiui 41 

And to my succouf^givers 
Is an assisting friend. 

-5. With plagues he shall repay them, 
That, causeless, are my foes, 
O cut them ofT, and slay them ; 
Thy truth is my repose. 

6. My fatlings then I'll tender. 
And offerings to thee make; 
And praise to thee Til render 
For thy great mercy's sake. 

7. Thou hast freed me from trouble. 
And my long tear-fraught eyes 
Have seen thy plagues redouble 
Upon mine enemies. 



PSALM LVL 



By Jocqph Biymn. 



1. Step to my rescue; Lord, for thou dost see 
Men, all enraged, would devour me; 



I 
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They never cease to fight 






'Gaiost me, my soul to spight. 






2. My foes, their throats stretching sepulchral wide. 






Would daily, whale-like, swallow me. Beside, 






O thou Most High, they be 






Not few that trouble me. 






3. Though fear sometime my frailly may endure. 






Yet truslinjf. Lord, in thee, I rest secure. 






4. My thaukful soul thy praise 






Shall for thy promise reuse; 






And trusting in my God, I will not fear 






For aught an arm of flesh can do or dare. 






5. They wrest my words intent 






To that I never meant; 






And all their teeming brain is big withal 






Is to procure my mischief and my fall. 






G. They hold together still. 




•• 


Like brethren in ill. 






They lie in ambitsh close, and narrowly 






Marking my steps, into mine actions pry; 






Still lying wait to trap 




■ 


My soul by some mJsh^. 








L 
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Icicripta Vuboiiini 43 




7. Yet they applaud themselves, and soothlug guess 




That they shall 'scape, for all their wickedness; 




But with an ireful frown, 




Tliou, Lord, shalt cast them tlgwn. 




8. I»nl, thnu dost see, and mark, and numhcr those 




My restless flUtings from my nithle-ss foes. 




So fierce they arc, th;it 1 




Still for my life must fly. 




put my tears into thy bottJc, till 




Tliy vials, wilh the drops mine eyes distil. 




Thou dost record my throes, 




For proofs against njy foes. 




9. Whene'er, O Lord, 1 cry to thee for aid. 




My foes shall lly all hcartk-ss and dbm:>y'd; 




I on this anchor ride: 




Thou, Lord, art on my side. 




10. I will cheer up my heart and fainting voice, 




And in thy word, O Lord, will 1 rejoice; 




And, for thy promise s&kc, 




To comfort me hct^e. 




11.0 God, my strength, 1 put nny trust in thee ! 




What shall 1 fear that man can do lo me? 
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12. To thee I'll pay my vow. 
And thankfully will bow, 

13. For thou hast frc-cd my soul from death, and set 
My sliding feet secure from snare or net, 

That I thy name may prdse 
III light and leiiglli of days. 



PSALM LXf. 



1 . Praise, O God, attends thy will ; 

In thy hill 

Vows to Ihee shall he performed. 

2. To thee, who with open ear 

Prayers dost hear. 
Comes all flesh which thou hast formed. 



3. Wickedness hath me ass^led, 
And prevailed 
On my soul, with wild oppressions. 
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But tliou, O Lord, in mercy wilt 

Purge our pui'ti 
And our numberless transgressions. 

4. Bless'd is he, O Lord, whom thou 

Dost allow 
In llty courts to have his dwelling: 
His Inrge soid shall have her fill, 

Tasling still 
Joys and pleasures jjast all telling. 

5. Dreadful sij^ns, O Lord, we know. 

Thou wilt show 
For thy chosen 's preservation; 
O thou God of earth's whole scope. 

The sole hope. 
And of the yet unknown nation. 

6. By thy power thou *ett'st fatt 

Mountains vast, 
Heavcn-aflrontinir i-loud -surmounting : 
Strength and glory thee accost. 

And the host 
Of thy power passcth counting. 



L 
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7. Thou the raging seas dost stiU 

At thy will 
The vast swelling surges auaging. 
At thy beck the headless ruut 

(Mad not stout) 
Slruit are hiish'd, though ne'er so rngiiig : 

8. Dwellers beyond Thule's bands. 

In fni r lands 
At thy signs shall be aflFrightcd. 
Morn's bn'glit gate, and ruddy West, 

By their guest 
Are with light and heat delighted. 

3. TIiou distil'et refreshing drops. 

And Ihe chops 
Of the parclied earth are closed; 
lliou the mould dost much enrich. 

By the which 
Large increase is still exposed. 
Thou prepar'st us corn, for so 

Long ago 
Thou, our God, hast pre-ordained. 

10. Furrows else plough 'd, sow'd in vain. 
By thy rain 
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Are with blades and ears maintained. 
Thou send'st rain into thy dales. 

And the vales, 
Pranking them with curious flowers; 
And the stiffened earth mak'st soft 

With thy oft 
Sweet and soft descending showers: 
Thou dost speed the seed-man's hand. 

In the land 
His dead-seeming seed reviving; 
And the tender bud, unless 

Thou didst bless. 
Blasts and frosts would keep from thriving. 

1 1 . Thou the year with plenty's horn 

Dost adorn. 
Crowning it with large increasing; 
And the clouds, with timely drops. 

Yield fat crops, 
Mel and manna never ceasing. 

12. These thy gracious showen stOl 

Fall, and fill 
With thy blessing barren places; 
And the lesser hills are seen 



I 
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Fresh and green, 
Dcck'd with Flora's various graces. 

13. The fat pasture's curled locks 

With iHTge flocks 
Shall be poled, yet still be growing : 
Plenteous cro])s the vale sholl yield, 

And the field 
Bounteously shall pay for sowing. 
Tlius the land enjoying peace, 

And increase 
In so am])lc uiunner bringing. 
Men for very joy shall shout 

All about, 
Praising thee, and to thee singing. 



PSALM LXX. 



1. IIante thee, O God, to rescue me, opprest; 
Make speed to help thy servant, sore distrest. 

2. Let shame and swift confusion on them light, 
That seek to slay and overthrow nie quite. 
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Pervert, O Lord, and subtervert them all. 
That joy to see a mischief me befall. 

5. Let them be soon abash 'd that wish to see. 
And, seeing, frolic in my misery. 

4. But let them all that seek thee, still rejoice. 
And to their joy tune their well pleasing voice; 
Such as delight in thy salvation, Lord, 
Let them still praise thy name with one accord, 

5. As for thy servant, I am poor; O haste. 
Haste to my succour; else my hope is past. 

6. Thou art my sole Redeemer, my sole aid; 
O stay not long, for I am sore dismay'd. 



^^^^^^4 



PSALM XCllL 



Bj Joseph Bryui. 



To St. Bernard'* Ilpno of Cmr wmndms wtiUimt/ 

1. God, who of naught at all, this All did fiuhion, 
'Tb he alone reigneth, and hath domination; 



, Cj(ti:fl> rubcrinna. 



I 



Kye-Aazzliiig majesty clothes him most glorioosly; 
Slrenfith, jKiwer, j;l«ry, nirt liim victoriously. 
Earth's biwe is flitting, air inov'tl with agility; 
Yet stands it unmoved in fixed sttibility. 

. Lord, when thy Uirnne was fix'd wants resolatiuD, 
Tiiou art beyond old Time's vast revolution. 



3. The floods spew from their depths deep and unmeasured 
Mountain-rcsi;mbling waves, long bcfor*^ treasnred. 
The floods the winds ero!ising& bniokinff injuriously, 
Dasii against heaven 'h front Ullowa most furiously. 

4. The (iea bandies billows like balls light rebtiunding; 
The waves eounter-crossing like thunder resounding. 
I>jrd, thou true Neptune, wave taming, sea-ruling 

still. 
At thy rebuke they droop faintly reculing still. 
The sea's mounting surges are curbed supernally, 
The bands that arc set them, do bound them eternally. 



5. Lord, thy good promise is free from mutation; 
Thy house is still graced with sanctification. 
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Part of PSALM CFIL 

Bj Joteph Bryan. 

23. The daring offspring of mankind, 
Who forreign stronds and gain to find^ 

'Gainst waves and wind 
Launch out in ships into the deep, 
(Two inches' distance from Death's sleep,) 

And Irafiick in the watery regions. 

24. These men, God's worics and wonders see 
In the huge depths, and what they be 

Apparently. 

25. For at his word, if he but say 
Arise; the stormy winds obey. 

Lifting up their waves in legiom. 



26. The whirling puff bears them so high. 
That they do seem to meet the sky. 

And by and by 
They tumble headlong down amain 
Into the briny deeps again, 

So that their soul dissolves with anguish. 
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PSALM CXU. 



I 



1. Thrice blessed is the man that fears the Lord, 
Whose soul's delight and study's is his word. 



His seed successively 

Shall be exalted high; 
And ble&sing after blessing shall light oo. 
And still Httend his generation. 






3. Wealth, with content, and plenty still shall dwell 
Within his liouse, and cruwn his happy cell; 

And God shall bear in mind 

His pious deeds in kind. ^^ 

4. The light of comfort rising shinea upOD 
The good, eclipsed by affiiction ; 
For Gt>d, who is both merciful and just. 
Is loving unto such as in him trust. 

T)te good man of his store 

Lends part unto the poor; 
Guides his affairs with such discretion, 
That he may jtleasure alt, endamage none. 



~ "T 


■ 


Hirnfta CuODiiann. ,55 




C. Therefore, though S&lan and the world conspire 




AguDst hi:s life, God frustnites llieir desire. 




And make^ his memory 




St!ll live, although he die. 




7. No daunting news of misery at hand 




Startle* his settled heart, lhiiU(;h all the land 




Seem therewithal appiill'd, for Yiis defence 




Is \a Cod's power, and his providence. 




8. His heart is not dismay'd. 




But on God's promised aid 




Is anchored sure, and will not shrink dit he 




Upon his foes God's hoped-for vengeance see. 




9. Upon the waters hath he cast his bread; 




Dispersed his goods, the needy succoured, 




His God still bears in mind 




His pious deeds in kind. 




His horn, sa was his charity, shall be 




Extoll'd Willi glory in a high degree. 




10. The wicked man shall see the godly's good. 




More to enrage his soul, and vex his blood, 




And sorrow at tlie sight, 




And gnash his teeth in spite, 






^ 


• 
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And gnashing, pine with envy: and his tbi 
Shall perish, like himself, and tx»me to naught. 



PSALM CXUJ. 



Bj JMcph BiTmn. 



1 . Gi^'E praise to the Lord, O pntise his t 
Ye saints his servants, glorify the same. 

2. Blessed be his great name and majesty. 
From age to age to all eternity. 

3. Let him be pras'd, O let his name be blest 
From th' early East, to the declining West. 

4. The Lord is high, and doth alone command 
The heathen, and the nations of each land. 
His glory's higher, and doth far excel 
Tlie heavens which he made, where he doth dwe! 

5. What, or who is, or may presume to be 
Like to our God, so high in dignity? 4f 
Yet deign^s to behold, and care for all 
In heaven and earth that humbly on him call. 
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6. Dejected ones he raiseth from the dust, 

And from the dunghill them that in him trust; 

7. Associating them with princes, to advise 

And counsel them, lest they should tyrannize; 
To rule, not under Ethnic kings, but such 
As rule his people, and to rule them much. 

8. The barren womb, contemned as a curse, 

He doth unlock, and makes her mother, nurse. 
And mistress, of a copious femily. 
And joyfully to see her long^livM progeny. 

PSALM CXIV. 



By Jotcpb Bryan. 



1. When from Egypt's servile land, 

(From the hand 
Of proud Pharoah, flinty-hearted) 
Israel, old Jacob's seed^ 

Being freed 
From the barbarous rout^ departed; 

2. God in Judah shewed forth 

His great worthy 
And his holiness^ sure groumled^ 







^B 
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And in Israel, lus own i 




Might was shewn, 4 






And his power and strength unboonda 






3. The sea seeing him come nigh, 4 






Straight did fly, i 






As one frighted and peq)lexed j 






All his surges from earth part 




To his heart 






Ran to succour it, so vexed. 






Jordan with a Uquid wing. 






To his spring 






■ 


Fled, as to his life's sole-giver; 








If the sea, amaz'd did flee, 




HI ' 




Much more he, 








But a brook, a petty river. 








4. Mountains leap'd like frolic rams. 








And like lambs 




11 




Frisking in some flowery valley: 








Mountainets did trembling trip, 








Dance, and skip. 








Seeming sportfully to dally. 

5. Say, Sea, what ailed thee 
So to flee, 




H ri L 




\\ lit ^ 
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And thy channel to discover? 
Jordan, why hadst thou recourse 

To thy source. 
And thy wonted way gav'st over? 

6. Mountains, why leap'd ye like rams. 

And like lambs 
Frisking in some flowery valley? 
Mountainets, why did ye trip, 

Dance, and skip. 
Seeming sportfully to dally ? 

7. The firm -founded earth did quake,. 

Shrink, and shake. 
At the Lord's all-daunting presence; 
At his presence, whose hand wrought 

All of naught, 
Jacob's God, all creature's essence. 

8. Who the dry hard craggy rock 

With a knock 
Makes a fountain fully fk>wing; 
And the fire-sire flint a pool^ . 

So to cool 
Israel, with thirst's heat glowing. 







tio . lEicnpts SutiorUna. 




pfiALM CXXIIl. 




Anonrmoiu. ^^^^^^^H 




1 

I 


1. With misery enclos'd, ^^^^^H 




By oil tlie world opfKut'd, ^^^^^| 






To thee 1 lift mine eye, ^H 






O thou that dwdl'st on hixli, ^^| 


■1 1 


AssuT'd that thou wilt hear, ^^^^^H 


i 1 


And me dejected cheer! ^^^^^H 






2. Lo, as a servant's eye ^^^^^H 






Still looks regardfully ^^^^H 
Upon his master's hand ^^M 
For gift more than command} ^^^^B 




1 
\ 


Attends her mistress's will: 
So we, with sorrow freight. 
Near sunk, upon thee wait, 
Our hopeful eye and heart 




Fix'd on thee, never start, 


H ' 


1 Till thou, for thine own sake. 


Some pity on us take. 




3. O Jjord, we do resort 






To Lhee, our safest port; 



11^ 
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With help compassionate 
Our healthless, helpless state; 
For we, and we alone, 
Are scornM and trampled on. 

4. Our souls are fillM with vaunts^ 
And with reproachful taunts^ 
From them that wealthy be^ 
And hate both us and thee^ 
And with derisions 
From proud and mighty ones. 



PSJLM CXXIF. 



Bj Joseph Bryao. 



1. Ir the Lord, our God and Guide, 
On our side 
Had not been, and us protected, 
Israers seed may truly say. 
By this day, 
OS day, so much to be respected: 



i. If the Lord, our God and Guide, 
On our side 



i 
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r 


Had not been, and us protected, 




p 


W'hcD our foes, with malice fraught,. 




r 


Closely sought ' 






Tlii-ir (lumo'd plots t<> have efTecteds} 






3. They had then devoured us aU, < 






Great and small. 




( 


And en^lph'd us quick and quicklyf 




] 


For so raging was the mood. 






And BO wood, 




J 


That no milder doom was likely. f 

4. Then the waters, lieinming round. 
Had us dtown'd. 




1; 


And the floods our souls hud drenched. 




I 


5. Tiien our souls in swelling waves. 
As in graves, 
Had been swallow'd, and entrenched. 






6. Prais'd be God, with all our souls. 
Who controuls 


i 




Our proud foes, and liath Dot given 
Us a prey to their fell jaws 




' 


Or fierce paws, 




. 


But their forces back hath driven. 


U 1 


1 
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7- As ft bird by feigned call, 

Fallen in ihrall, 
Breaks the snare and is untrappcd; 
So our souls, so near betray'd. 

By thine aid, 
As a bird uii-snar'd escaped. 

8. God, who earth and heaven made, 

Duth us shade 
With the wing of his protection; 
He it is by whom we daunt 

Foes that vaunt, 
He 'tis keeps them in subjection. 



H 



PSJIM CXXFIl. 



B)> JoHph Brju. 



1 . GxcBPT the L(«d himself will deiga 
To build the bouse, the work to guide, 
Tlie builder's labour is tn vain. 
Like Babel's builder's haughty pride. 
Nor watch, nor guard, nor ccntind, 
Clin battled, trench 'd, fcnc'd towns defend. 




Unless tlie God of Israel 

Do guard, and guide, and liis help lead. 

2. It is not early rising up, 
Nor going verj' late (o bed. 

Nor drinking of a strengthless cup, 
Nitr sweating eating careful bread, 
Tliat aught a^ls; 'tis all in rain, 
Carking is naugbt worth approved j 
But God gives rest, and without paia. 
All needful things to his beloved. 

3. Children, the staff and crown of age, 
bsue to succeed their sires, 

Are til' Almighty's heriW^, 

Wherewith he trowns his Saints' desires. 



. As shafts are in an archer's hand. 
Who draws a stiff bent sinewy bow; 
Even so are children in thy land, 
Wliicli up in strength and virtue grow. 
Strength shaft-like sprouts in shape and mind. 
Strong but to virtue, not to vice; 
Straight bent to glorious deeds by kind. 
And to no brave achievements luce. 



II 
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5. O happy sire, whose aged wings 
Are ympt with plumes of this account; 
He need not fear the face of kings; 
But eagle-like his fame shall mount. 



PSjILM CXXVUL 

1 . nowsosvsR the world doth deem thee, 
Or thy godless rout esteem thee. 

Thou secure and sure mayst rest. 
That thou, fearing God, art blest. 

2. Thou shalt eat, and be sustained 
With thy food, thy hand hath gained. 

O then happy shalt thou be. 
And it shall go well with thee. 



L 



3. Thy kind wife, a chaste life U 
Shall be like a fair vine spreading 

On thy houses southward wall, 
Fraught with fruit celestial. 
And about thy heaven-stor'd table, 
Shall thy children amiable. 
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Stand like olive plants around. 
Fat and greea 'm thriving ground, 

4. Thus behold, the Lord hath spoke it. 
He who never will revoke it. 

Shall the man be blessed still, 
TTiat fears God, and doth his will. 

5. God shHll bless thee out of Sion, 
And thou still shall feast thine eye an 

Salem's joy, and Salem's wealth> 
Salem's good and saving healtli. 



C. Thou shall view, and joy in viewing. 
Thy son's sons thy name renewing; 

And calm peace to rest, and dwell 
Still on God's own Israel. 
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PSALM CXXXIIL 



By Joseph Bryan. 



1. O BBHOLD with admiration 
What great good and contentation. 
And what joy it is to see 
Brethren's love and amity. 

2. It is like that balmy ointment. 
Consecrate by God's appointment. 
And still used to be shed 

Upon Aaron's sacred head^ 
Which unto his beard distilling, 
And along his vesture trilling. 
Did embalm the very hem. 
And the nether skirts of them. 

3. As the dew, so fat, so pearly. 
Waters Hermon late and early, 
Qothing Sion's sacred hiU 
Like to Ver, and Flora still. 



4. So, where the kind band isholden 
Firmly, still the age is golden: 







F 


68 — 'Eittrpta iCHlioiUna. 




■^ 


] 


For God's blessings from above 




1 




Flow, to graci; tlic knot of love. 
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iH 


By JoKpb SiTau. 


H 




1 . By t)ic Still streams of Babyioa 


I 




Wf mutely sat, and spent thereoD> 


■ 


And sent thereby our hapless teais * 


1 




And siglis to neighbour-lands aiu) cars; 
When our afilicting enemy 




iUI\ 




Rcncwcth fresh our memory, ^H 




^B . 




Set our sad minds to muse upon ^H 




n 




^ Poor Sion's desoIaUon. ™ 




Iff 




2. Our harps neglected, stringless, mute. 




HI 




(That whilom were so absolute) 




HI 




Hung up on willows, gave no sound. 


t 




But echoes from our groans rebound. 


^ 




3. We sitting, moaning, groaning thus. 




1 


Thus our eaptivers vexed us 


lii i 


With mocks and scorns, and l^d on more. 


Hi 


Which was too sad a weight befort:. 


, IRIi 






i 
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R 


Come (said they) dry your eyes, and cheer 


I 


Your drooping hearts: Come, let us hear 




A song from you; yea one of them 


■ 


So famous in Jerusalem. 




4. How can our eye, alas, or heart. 




Or clear, or cheer, or bear a part 




In any mirth ? or take in hand 




A Sion's song in Babel's land? 




5. No, dear Jerusalem, if I 




Fail to benooan thy misery. 




Let my right hand foiget to play 




Any sweet touch, or heavenly lay. 




6. Let my fiirr'd tongue cleave fast unto 




My clammy roof, if any woo 




My grief-betrothed heart to joy. 




Till thou thy peace dost re-enjoy. 




7. Remember, Lord, and I>ird requite 




The proud despiteful Edomite; 




O bear in mind their tyranny. 




Their savage facts, their butchery: 




Their cry at Salem's ruining. 




Sack, raze, and bum up every thing; 




' 
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Make oil one lieap; let no eye see 
One place from blood aod ruin free. 

H. And then, curs'd Babylon, thoagh thou 
In thy Bwoln pride, thus brnv'st us now, 
A darktfii'd wave, ne'er to renew 
Thy glorious full, shall soon ensue. 
Happy be he, and blcss'd his hand. 
That shall bring woe upon thy land; 
And all endrench thy soil in blood. 
And drink thy tears grown to n fiood; 
And in a brave disd^ful rage, 
Sliall trample in thy vassalage. 
And with a proud and cruel spite 
Our wrongs in thee at full requite. 



y. Happy be he; bliss him betide. 
That laying all remorse aside. 
Shall take thy sprawling viperous brood. 
And dash 'gainst stones their brains and blood. 
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PSALM CXLII. 



By Joiq^h Bryan. 

I . From out the dqyth of misery^ I cry 
To thee, O Lord, and that most earnestly; 

Prayers intermixM with sighs and tears^ 
My soul sends up into thine ears. 



2. 



I pour out all my moan 
Before thee, thee alone; 

And for relief 

Shew thee my grief. 



3. Lord, when my troubled spirit could not rest 
For anguish of my mind, thou knewest best 
What way to help me, and didst see 
A path thiXHi^ all, to set me firee. 
Thy foes and mine do by 
Snares for me in my way. 
And privily 
In ambush lie. 



4. I look'd on every side, but I could see 

None that would know, and much less suooour me. 
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My fiieQds revolted totally. 
On whom I used to rely. 

AD ways to 'scape by Right 
Were stopp'd, and that up quite; 

And none did citrc 
My soui to spare. 

6. Thus troubled, laid in wait for, desolate. 
Enclosed round, and thus disconsolate, 

i cTied to ttiee, O Lord, and snid, 
Thou art my hope, my help, oiv aii), 
The rock I build upon, 
My lot, my portion 

In this life, and 
A l>etter land. 

7- O therefore hear my prayers attentively. 
For with contempt and weight of misery. 
My soul doth cleave unto the dust. 
Yet thou, O Lord, art all my trust. 



O free me by thy might 

From them, against whose spite 

And violence 

I have no fence. 
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9. Lord, bring my soul out of the straits and dread, 
Wherein my foes have her imprisoned; 

Lord, loose her bands, that for the same 
I may give thanks to thy great name; 
And that the righteous men 
May flock to me i^n. 

And they with me 
Sing praise to thee. 



#»##i#» #»##<# #»*»#»*»#»i^»#i»0»i#i» 



PSjILM cxlfi. 



Bj Joseph Bryan. 



1 . O9 my soul, do thou give praise, 

And sing lays 
To the Lord, God ever living. 

2. And my tongue, till tied by deaths 

And my breathy 
Pftiise to him shall still be giving. 



3. Put no trust in potentates^ 

Nor in states. 
Nor in wealth, in strength, or feature, 



r^ 
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For in them no help is found 

Sure or sound, 
Nor in any other creature. 

4. For their staff of life is breath. 

Which by death 
Soon is craz.'dj their t-orpse they cherish. 
When as they, kwd after birth, 

Turn to earth, 
All their thoughts, plots, councils perish. 

5. Blest is he whose $oul so lesms. 

And discerns 
These false hopes, and them forsaketfa; 
Who the God of Jacob's seed. 

At hi s need 
His sure help and refuge maketh. 

6. WHio both heaven and earth did make. 

And but spake, 
And the sea, with her hid treasure. 
And doth keep his word and oath 

Firmly both. 
And in keeping them takes pleasure. 



L 



.^ 
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7* Who doth justice execute. 

Ne'er being mute 
For the wrongfully oppressed: 
Who, with plenteous bread doth feed 

Them that need. 
Loosing prisoners distressed. 

8. God restores the blind to sight. 

And sets right 
Limbs distorted, lameness coring; 
And his love to him that stiU 

Doth his will. 
Is for evermore enduring. 

9. God relieves the fatherless, 

In distress 
Widows' plaints to htm aie OKifing. 
Strangers safely he protects ; 

But rejects 
Godless men^ no good wqrs loving. 

10. God, thy God, on Sion hill 

Reigneth still; 
Still in glory higher raised. 



. lEicnpta Zutiotiaax. 



He from ftge to age doth 'dure, 

Hdy, pure : 
Let his mighty Nanie be praised t 



lEnD of ti)e l^ealmfl. 




A 


DIVINE POEM, 


DIVIDED INTO TWO PARTS: 


W^-E &nViSl^lE,J3 i®mv.; 


MID 


CftE »1L1c»££I9 miLE.^mU. 


By NICHOLAS BRETON, GikthimaK. 


~r 




IliOl. 




TV Kigil Hn«trable, iitcrttt and i-imum La*), 
MV ilNGl'UB GOOD LADY. 

C^e Eabj; i^ars, CTountce^ of )9nn6roIte; 

NICHOLAS BRETON 



RiOHT HoNOUIlABLt, 

Matter of most worth, to most 
worthy minds is most worthilv presented. What 
matter in worth may compare with divine me- 
ditation ? What mind more worthy honour, than 
the heavenly inclined? And whose mind more 
tnily worthy of that blessed title, than your 
Ladyship's? I would there were many; bnt I 
kntiw too few. Being then in that excellent 
sense truly yourself; whom, for more worth than 
I will speak of, the wise admire, the learned 
follow, the virtuous love, and the honest serve: 
vouchsafe me leave, among those poor people 
thnt being thrown from the world look only 
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towards heaven and heavenly gi-aces, to lay be- 
fore j'our eyes a dinne humour of a rarished 
sool : which being above Itself carried into the 
heavenly meditations of the mercies of the 
Almighty, by the bles!>ing of his Holy Spirit, 
hutl) brought nuch fmits of praise, as 1 hope 
will be pleasing to your gooil favonr. To the 
honour of whose commandment, avowing the 
duty of my heart's ser\i(e, in all hamble thank- 
fulness for your bountiful undeserved goodness, 
praying. for your eternal happiness, I take mjr 
leave. 



r Liuiyshi|i's in all humbleness^ 



MCIIOL,AS BKBTON. 



TO THE READER. 



^OUf that vnth a zealous love ofreUgiony with an indif- 
ferent regard qf leamingy and without disdain qf poetry, 
will vouchsafe to bestow a little time in the perusing qf 
this little volume qf verses; it may be, you wiU not repent 
you qf your labour, nor tJmk much qf your cost: but, 
when you have once, read it over, perhaps begin it again^ 
and end it without weariness, (f you note it weU, you 
may find matter qf contort, and nothing to the contrary: 
God truly glor{fied in his mantfold blessings; and man 
greatly blessed, that being endued with his grdces, by 
faith taketh hold qf Ids mercies; the Atheists cot\founded 
in their follies, and the virtuous blessed in their election. 
Ttiis if you find not, blame either yourse\f or me. But 
\f you note what I write, much good do you in the read* 
ing, atul God increase you in Ids blessing. And so, in 
the best nature qf love, feovtng 3fOii to the joy qf the best 
life, I end. 

SICHOLAS BRETON. 



W»« ,'lVC'FOMtMJK. 



Two liopi-t'ul Tw-iiis, j»iiil issues of one braio^ 
A ravish 'd Soul, juiil longing Spirit sencU 
Into your bustmi's high and hea\eoly train, 
Thut OK Wit's kiusnicn, aud the Muse's fneQ<b. 

CmltRK't* litem, love thciu, and with Judgment's view 
Eye them. Bclifvc nic, Reader, thou slialt fiad 
TIteir limbs well nicasur'd, and proportions true; 
No part dissenting from that perfect kind : 

Only the fashion sits not on their clothes. 
To make them sightly to fiuitastic CJ-CS. 
Vallas, not i'tniHs, did the work dispose. 
Cutting their garments from Angelic skies. 

Plain is their habit, yet divine and sweet; 
Fit for the wise, but for the wisest meet. 

H. T, GutT. 



J 



RAVISHED SOUI- 



GLORIA IK Exempts DEO. 




I\(i, my Soul, to God Uijr Lord, 
All ID glory's highest key; 
l>nT the wigeb quifc aboard,* 
Iti iheir highest holy day; 

Crave their helps to tune Uiy heart 

Untu praises' highest part. 



Tell the voiid — no world can tell 
What the hand of Heaven deserveth, 
III whose only mercies dwell 
All tliat heaven and earth preserveth; 
Death's confounding, Sin's forgiving, 
Faith's relieving, Comf^'s living. 

Grace and glory, life and love. 
Be the sum of all thy diUy ; 



* Tbu word i« ipclliil miavrde io the priDtcd copf. 




Wka Af «aidrr-«<artfa Aith shorn titer 
In tihal 9UIC crfbmnar's sCocy, 



Tb not cBth, nor eaithh wnmSo-f 

AD her pniaa m pat nKkr^ 
Wien tfajr ^lor^ loolu opcm her. 

No: in heaven thy glonr dwelleth. 
Where thy wonder most excejletb. 

Yet in heaven was never tiring 
Virgin, KaiDt,«)or angel's spirit, 
Where thy grace may have the giviug 
Of thy honour's highest merit. 
'Tis tlieir glorj''s admiration 
That deseries thy commendation. 



Mitfi 
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Since then^ by all consequences. 
In the notes of glory's nature. 
And the grace's influences — 
^is no earth nor heavenly creature: 

In my God alone, on high. 

Is this only mystery. 

I 

And since in his Majesty, 

All and only, ever dwelleth 

That most glorious Deity, 

That all praises praise excelleth : 

Say, although thy soul attend him, 
It can never comprehend him. 

If thou speak'st of power — all powers 
To his power are in subjection : 
If thou speak'st of time — all hours 
Run their course by his direction: 
If of wisdom — all b vanity. 
But in his divine humanity. 



If of truth— it is his trial : 
If of love — it is his treasure : 
If of life — it is his dial : 
If of grace — it is his pleasure : 
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If of goodness — 'tis his story : 
If of mercy— 'tis his glory ) 



If of justice— judgment showcth 
His procctding is impartial: 
If uf valour — allliell knoweth 
Who is heaven's liigh marshal : 

If of bounty — 'tis his blessing^: 

If of place — 'tis bis p 



If of Itatience — his [lerfeetiou! 
If of coinfort— -'tis his favour: 
If of virtue— his iifieetion: 
If of sweet — it his savour: 

If uf triumph — 'tis his merit ; 

If perfection— 'tis his spirit. 

If above all these thuu singest, 

Ravish'd in thy reason's glory; 

Tell the world, whate'er thou bringest. 

Admiration's, wonder's story, 

To such height my Saviour raiseth. 
As above all pr.iises praiseth. 



Ix't all kings and princes then, 
111 submission fMI before him. 
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Virgins, angels, holy men, 

Both in heaven and earth adore him I 
In his only mercy seeing 
All, and only all your being. 

Babes and children, show his glory. 

In your silly souls preserving: 

Men and women^ note this story 

Of the life of love's deserving: 

Heaven and earthy be ever reading 
Of this essence of exceeding. 

Sun and moon, and every creature 

In that shining starry sky, 

All confess your brightness' feature 

In the hand of mercy's eye ; 

And for all your blessed powers^ 
Show it God's, and none of youiB* 

And when all the world together 
Join with angel's harmony. 
Let my soul come singing thither. 
With that blessed company^— 

God, in mercy's power victorious^ 
Be above all glory glorious ! Amen. 



■ 


r 


88 . - . ^tci)rta T'uOorliru. 




^^p 


Sacred Muse, that cmly sittest 
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In the spirits of the blessed. 
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And the faithful only fittest 




^^^H 




With their thoughts to hcavcD addresso), 




^^^H 




Hdp Hiy humble soul to sing 




^^^ 




To my glorious heavenly King. 




^^H 




All ahandon earth's conjecture. 




^^^H 




Think not ou so mean an instance: 
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Mnke tliine honour's architecture. 
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But on grace's glorious substance: 
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There, in comfort's confirmation. 




^H 


Build thy heavenly hiibitation. 




^^H 




Study not astronomy, 




^B^^ 




Ivest to darkness turn thy Hpfht ; 




H 




But that high divinity, 




H 




Where the day hfith never night: 




H 
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Tliere find out that work of worth. 




^ 


Tliat may hring thy wonder forth. 
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In the tears of true contrition. 




■ 




Think on mercy's blessedness. 




K 




And, in care of lore's condition. 
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Of perfection's holiness; 




L 
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Tlicii, ill notes of grace's glory, 
Muke the state of all thy story. 



tt CHRlSTIitNO ^L HOStme Ul CHRISTO. 

Before there was a lig;ht, tliere w^s a light 

VVhicli SHW the world, the world could never see 

From which the world receives Wis brightest sight, 
Yet cannot see what brightDes* Uiere may be. 

FroDi this fair light there came a living love, 
A love, which gives the living all their seeing; 

And in the life of all their seeing prove 
The only essence of their only being. 

From this bright love there came a Itvtng word, 
A word that doth in wisdom signify 

What heaven and earth in wonder can afford. 
Is but in life this love to dignify. 

For in this word wan that almighty power. 

Which was, before that power was ever named; 

B<^n before the firet beginning hour. 

Framing each siibstnnn* that was ever framed. 
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AnJ in that word thai only wisdom dwelleth, 
Thut only kiiuws what only may be known; 

And in that knuwledge all exceileth. 

Because it knows all knowlnl^e is liis own. 

This worthy word of Wisdom's wondermeQl, 
(To give some notice of his powerful nature) 

In wisdom made his will an instrument. 
To show iiimself mito his silly creature. 



This holy essL-nce of the Deity, 

In virgin's womb did take tlie veil of flesh. 
Bringing the dew of blessed charity. 

Our withering spirits sweetly t« refresh. 

This highest height of heavenly Majesty, 

This word of wisdom's gracious, glorious love, 

Invested hi all virtue's unity, 
That perfect God and [X-rfect man approve. 

From tiie sweet bosom of his Father's breast. 

Eternal Babe of all eternal bliss; 
All blessed Babe, that made the mother blest. 

By that sweet blessed holy love of his : 



From the high throne of heavenly glory's scat^ 
Unto this world, this worthless world descended. 
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With their cross spirits kindly to inta-at, 

For their own good, that highly him offended. 

This blessed Infant of eternity. 

And only glorious esseiiee of the kuiic, 

By the clear light of his aJl-seeing eye, 
Beholding all things— all, so out of frame : 

Unto his servants to make known liis love. 
And to redeem what lack of liive had lost, 

In tender age and elder years did prove 

How patience, care, might be in passion's rrost. 

When first sweet infant in the mother's anns, 
Fed with the milk of pure virginity. 

How did he 'scape ihc tyrant Herod's harms, 
Tliat little ktKW of his divinity. 

But oh, when first his prvsence sweet ^pear'd 
Unto the silly shepherds in the field, 

With how mUeh joy were all their spirito chcer'd, 
Whose humhie ryes his heavenly fan- beheld. 

While in the heavens the angels sung for joy, 
That peace by him unU> the world was wme; 

By him who should both death ajid hell destroy. 
And be the saviour of his chos«n some. 
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The virgiD-mother joyed in her child. 

And in her joy did call her sou her sa%-iour: 

Whose gTucioiu spiril in her countenance mild 
Did show the blessing of her meek behaviour. 

Oh, blessed Son ! the Father's best beloved, 
111 whom he iiU and only did delight; 

How muriy ways his works in wonder proved 
He held the sceptre of his Father's right. 

In simpleness, all harmless as the dove; 

In learning;, putting ail the doctors down ; 
In power, the hand of liighest heaven's behove; 

In atat«, the king of kings in glory's ermvn. 

In patience, the true procrf' of suf&ntice ; 

In truth, the touch -stone of all virtue's trial - 
In love, director of life's ordinance ; 

In life, the hand of the eternal dial. 

In charity, the giver of all good; 

In bounty, the bestower of all bliss; 
In mercy, faith's eternal blessed food; 

In grace, the guide that cannot lead amiss. 

In wisdom, founder of all wit and sense; 
In will, the worker of all wonder's worth; 



In 
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In essence, all the sum of excellence ; 

In all, tliat good tlmt brings all glory forth. 

This essence all incomprehensible, 

Yel willing in his mercies to be koown, 

That glory might not be oflenaible. 

That in a shadow only should be shown. 

First, in the lime of feeble infancy, 

Wlien nature's weakness fled a feared force; 

Then in the years of reason's constancy, 
\Mien gracious mercy gloried in remorse. 

Came to the world, to call the world to come 
Unto his call, that had the heavens at call; 

Healing the stck, the blind, lame, deaf and dumb, 
And raised them up that ready were to fall. 

Contented with the badge of poverty, 

Who might command both heaven and earth at will; 
Lodged in a manger in humility. 

Who in himself both heaven and earth did fill. 



Threalen'd with death, who was ihe life of lifi^; 

Sought to be slain, who was ttie death of death ; 
The ground of peace, yet with the world at strife} 

And-su&er'd death, yet gave the living breath. 
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Seek heaven and earth, and fisd nut such another. 
So might eommand, and so eould be cotninaaded ; 

Wlio W.1S our king, yet would become oiir brother. 
Might strike all dumb, and yet would he demaudcd : 



Would leave such pleasure, and endure such paia. 
And for their lives that emcified his love; 

With loss of life, to make their living gain. 
That proved turkeys to their turtle-dove. 

Who ever craved his help, and was denied? 

Who loved him so, but left him at his death ? 
Who ever fiul'd, whose faith on him relietl? 

Yet who for him would spare one favour's breath ? 

Oh Lord I what madness could be more in in«a. 
Than when they knew the truth, to make a doubt? 

And long in darkness, having light e'en then. 
To blind themselves, to put the candle out. 

And blessed women that bis death bewailed, 
While heart's deep grief found comfort's high perfection; 

When passion's tears so much with love prevailed. 
As first to them reveal 'd his resurrection. 

The mother wept, to see her son so used; 
The siimcT wept, to see her Saviour dying; 
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Tlie cousin wept, to see her kio abused; 
All for his death fell t* a deadly crying. 

The sun eclipsed, the day did lose his light, 
And stones did rise against their Maker's foes; 

T)ie temple rent, the people were affright, 
And from the graves the troubled spirits rose. 

All these were tokens of his holy truth. 

To make men know how they were woe-begone them ; 
But graceless spirits, void of gracious ruth. 

Ventured to take the guiltless blood upon them. 

Here then behnld the majesty of bliss. 

That pray'd for ihcm that prey'd upon him so: 

Content with all might come to him amiss. 
So his with him might to theii comfort go. 

His life, the lantern of eternal light; 

His death, the passage to eternal rest; 
His grace, the mark of the most blessed ngbt; 

His love, the life of the eternal blest. 

His miracles, the witness of his power; 

His sHcnuoent, remembrance of his love; 
His Tesurrcction, Ills triumphant hour; 

And his ascension, angels' joys above. 
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Hia travail all, to bring our souls to rest; 

His prayer, for our preservation ; 
His work, to joy the spirits of the blest ; 

His word, the assured truth of our salvntioii. 

His war a fight, but only for our peace; 

His peare, the joy wherein our souls do Hve; 
His wounds, the salve thai doth our woes release; 

His triumph, freely of his grace to give. 



Oh, should I run into that world of worth. 
Wherein his glo duly doth increase, 

1 should more wonder of most worth bring forth. 
Than thought can reach, untQ all thinkiog i^asc. 

But since true love requited with unkindness, 
Grace with disgrace, comfort with misery. 

Wisdom with folly, truth with falsehood's blindness. 
Honour with shame, and right with injury: 

Since all the contraries of true content. 
That wit and reason rightly may receive; 

His heavenly mercy, truly patient, 
All for our good, full meekly did receive. 

And being gone from our ungracious hands, 
Unto the right hand of his Father's rest. 
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There in his hourly intercession stands^ 
For our remission making love's request. 

And hy his word, the message of his will. 
Sent by the preachers of his proved truth, 

Doth call our souls from all accursed ill. 
Unto the good of gracious mercy's ruth. 

And bids our faith to fear no hurt of sin. 
And leaves us lessons in the rules of grace. 

Where true repentance doth remission win. 
And humble fieuth doth find in heaven a place. 

And let's us see, each day and every night, 
A kind of figure both of heaven and hell ; 

And how that sins do always fly the light. 
While blessed graces do in brightness dwell. 

And how the virtuous in the heavens are bless'd. 
And how the vicious in their horrors hated. 

And how the just shall have their wrongs redressed. 
And how the proud shall have their pride abated. 

How charity shall be In heaven rewarded. 
How patience' care, shall richly be contented. 

How bribery shall be utterly discarded. 
And tyranny shall be in hell tormented. 
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How hmnble fuitli sliull bi: in heaven beloved, 
And grrnt^ious spirits blessedly embraced. 

And fulthlc.ss .spirits from all grace removed. 
And gract'lcss spirits utterly disgraced. 

When life shall be pronounc'd to the elected. 
And love sliail tnke the charge of the beloved. 

And hell receive the souls of the rejected. 
To endless pans of graceless will reproved. 

When this I say, and all that can be stiid. 
That can revive the virtuous in their death 

And justly make the reprobate idraid. 

With looking down into their hell beneath. 

Our Lord hath left us in those lines of love. 

That heavenly wisdom wrote for our instruction- 
Yet we, all careless of our souls' behove, 
Will headlong run upon our own destruction. 

What shall I say? — but let the Atheist fry 
Wthiu the coals of his own conscience' firc: 

Torments too true, too late will make him try ■ 
He cannot 'scape the fury of God's ire. 

And let the faithful in their fearless hope 
Assure their spirits of especial grace; 
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The breadth of heaven doth bear so large a scope, 
That none so poor but there shall have a place. 

And let the prince not glory in his crown. 
But lay it at the feet of Mercy's love; 

And let the haughty pull those humours down. 
That only work for wicked hell's behove. 

Oh, let the fair leave painting of their faces. 
And only seek the beauty of the mind: 

For God alone doth love the inward graces. 
And not the shadows that the eye do blind. 

And let the rich not let his riches rust. 

But seek the wealth but of the Spirit's worth : 

For God doth know your treasure is but dust. 
And ye but stewards for to let it forth. 

And let the wise so well employ their wits. 
They may attain the knowledge to do well; 

And shun the folfies of those madding fits. 
That, leaving heaven, do run the way to hell. 

Oh, let that queen be truly angel-like. 

With grace's sceptre hold the sword of peace; 

And by her faith, in Mercy's baud doth seek 
A joyful kingdom, that shall never cease. 
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And let that lady think herself a queen. 
That hath possession of her spirit so. 

That she could leave all comforts she hath 
And her own self,— unto her God to go. 
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And let that soldier most that valour love. 
Where God assists the faithful in their fight; 

Where lack of faith in coward fear doth prove 
EsLch shadow doth the faithless soul affright. 

And let the lawyer look on justice' lines. 

And know that God will right the poor man's wrong; 
And that such lawyers as are true divines. 

Do love the Muses sing of mercy's song. 

And let the merchant love that traffic best 

Where travail finds tlie treasure of God's gnice, 
Wliile greedy minds, that fill tiie golden chest. 
Shall never see their Saviour in the face. 

And let the seholar that doth study most. 
Find out the truth of life's eternal treasure; 

And think all labour in his study lost, 

Whc^e GckI his graee gives not the spirit pleasure. 

And let the lover leave his wanton look. 
With sueh illusions as enehant the mind; 
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And only love the beauty of that book. 
Where God alone is in his love to find. 



Abhor the Devil, and he will depart: 

Grace is as near as sin, if you will crave it; 

So faith do beg it with repentant heart: 
For fear, nor pride, are ever like to have it. 

Cry unto Christ, whom you have crucified; 

In tears of love reveal your hate of sin; 
So, in your grief when grace is glorified. 

Be sure, in mercy doth your bliss begin. 

Believe his word, seek to obey his will. 
And know the work is his, and none of yours; 

Strive to do well, and fly the way to ill. 
And be submissive to supernal powers. 

Be patient, in the cross of any care ; 

Repentant, in remembrance of amiss; 
Constant in foith, love €rod without compare. 

And give all glory to that name of his. 

Hate him that speaks against his majesty. 
Love him in soul that will forsake him never; 

And know, the scomers of the Deity 

Shall all be damn'd, and fry in hell for ever. 



Go to your closet; lovely there alone 

Bleed forth in t^ars the Imtli of your belief: 

Aik! you shall sec your smallest spirit's proan 
VVili find a grace to vane you of your grief. 



For he that known the secret's of yinir thought, 
And knows tlie nature of your sio's disease. 

Will never see your spirit over-wrought ; 
But in the instant give you present ease. 

You shull be tlie deHr daughter of his love^ 
And like a father he will look upoo you. 

And in his nicrey so much eonifort prove, 

Tliiil yuu shall never more be woe-begone yon. 

Your soul in heaven shall half already be; 

Tlie anL;cls 'gin to set your piirt to sing; 
Your spirit's eye sliall, in some graces, see 

Some shadowitig glory of your heavenly King. 

And you, all ravisH'd with your heavenly joy. 
Will so his gracious, glorious name adore. 

That being healed of your soul's annoy, 

Tliis hateful world shall be your love no more. 

And you, of men that have been long admir'd 
For many worths well worthy admintion. 
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Shall then of angels be as much desir'd, 

For heavenly grounds of grace's confirmation. 

And Crod himself so near himself will set you 
In grace's seat, where mercy so will love you. 

That faith's regard will never more forget you. 
Nor sin, nor death, nor devil shall remove you. 

But where the saints and angels are reciting 
The heavenly truth of high Jehovah's story. 

Your ravish'd soul in such divine enditing 
Shall evermore be singing of his glory. 

To the assured hope of which high grace. 
In humble prayer let my poor humble pen 

In your good favour beg that blessed place. 
Where my poor heart may happily say — Amxn ! 



ULOHIA IS EXCELSIS DEO, 
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BLESSED WEEPER. 



I Y though ta amaz'fl, I knon^ not how of late: 
Half in a slumber, and more half a sleep, 
My troubled senses, at a strange debate 
What kind of care should most my qiirit 

keep; 
fr a silly woman weep. 
And with her weeping, as it seem'd, so ploas'd. 
As if licr heart had with her tears been eas'd. 

The iilm-f luMf wliich she sale wa<: Hke a prave, 

But all uiu-uvit'iI, and the body gone; 

WhiTi' in her <-iirc, she nothing seem'd to crave 

Hut that stol'n budy how to look upon. 

Whi^n wei'ping so, uppear'd to lier anon 

'I'wo blessed aiipels and one Lord of bliss, 

\\ ho caHie In comfort this jKMir WTcteh of his. 
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But ere thry c&me, liuw slie in bitter tears 
Bowail'd the loss, or lack, of her dear love, 
As to hor words tny vision witness Iji-nrs, 
And ray remenibnuice may lor truth approve, 
The whole discourse her passions seem'd lo move, 
In heart's deep grief and soul's high joy conceived, 
Was, as I write, — were not my thoughts deceived. 

If ever sorrow in a sinner's heart 
Liv'd, to distil those drops of bitter tears, 
That to the world in passions can impart 
Part of that pain the troubled spirit bears. 
Smothering the woes wliert^iii all pleasure wears, 
Oh, let her show the deepest of lier skill. 
In dniwing out the essence of mine ill. 



Tlie loss of heuttli tlie heurt may somewhat cnuu?, 
I'hc loss of wealth distemper iiiny the mind, 
lite loss of honour is a fearful maze, 
Tlic loss of friends, a i-are of grievous kind; 
But all these woes upon oite heart to wind 

Were much to think; but much more to believe. 
How it could live, whoni far mote crosses grieve. 

Bui from the brag of naked poverty, 

To hn\r aiorc wealth than all the world cao give; 
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And from the care of all calamity, 
In all the comfort of content to live. 
Where settled joy all grief away doth drive. 
And suddenly grow sick and poor again. 
Who can conceive the plague of such a pain? 

I, wretched I, the outcast of all grace. 
And banishM for my sin from heavenly bliss; 
I, that to hell did headlong run my race. 
Not caring how my soul was led amiss. 
While I was couzen'd by the serpent*s hiss, 
I, caitiff wretch, of all the world the worst. 
By sin's just doom to endless sorrow curst. 

I, wretched soul, whom sin had bared so, 
As left me naked of all Nature's grace ; 
1, sink of sin, and also full of woe. 
As knew not how in heaven to have a place; 
And in the depth of all this desperate case, 
To be relieved and cloth 'd, graced and beloved. 
And on the sudden from all these removed. 

To lose the vesture of that virtue's grace. 
That cloth *d my naked soul, asham'd of sin, 
To lose the beauty of that blessed face, 
Where Mercy's love did comfort's life begin ; 
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To lose the joys that heavens were glad iMi^ win. 
To lose the life of such a lovely friend. 
Oh !. let me weep, and never make an end. 

The child that hath his father dearly loving. 
Who sees his faults and greatly doth abhor them. 
Yet so from wrath will have liis thoughts removing. 
As he will neither check nor chide him for them. 
But puts them back, while pity stands before them. 
And doth not only all his faults forgive. 
But makes him kindly in his grace to live: 

That happy child that in his heart hath felt 
Tlie blessed life of such a father's love; 
lliink how his heart must Heeds in sorrow melt, 
That must the loss of such a father prove. 
And curse the death doth such a life remove. 
And, as a creature in all comforts friendless. 
Bleed out his time in tears of sorrow endless. 

That wicked child of too much ill am I, 
That had a father held roe all too dear; 
Who from my sins did turn his angry eye. 
And on my sorrow show'd a smiling cheer. 
And to his grace did take my soul so near. 
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As when ashaoi'tl to come his face before, 

He said but tbis— 'Take heed Uiuu sio ua morel' 

My sins forgiven, what joy my soul received 

None can express but the repentant tieart; 

Nor can that sorrow ever be conceived, 

To sec lliat father from that cliihl depart, 

But in that soul thai, in the bitter smart 
Of the true feeling of tliiit father's love, 
Hud rather death than his departure prove. 

Tlie careless servant that the goods misspends, 
Which bis kind master to his trust committelb, 
And his neat house to thieves and varlclii lends, 
And cares for nought but what his humour fittetJi; 
That gracious lord that all such faults remitteth, 
And in his gootbiess doth so dearly love him, 
That from his favour nothing shall remove liiiii. 

So ill a servant, that doth find the love 
Of such a lortl, hs never like was found; 
And in the midst of all his joy must prove 
The death, to see his comfort all aground: 

Scopfdjswiurp'd, and beaten; sorrowing,sigliu)g, dying; 

How can that servant ci'ase continual crying? 
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That wicked servant, wrctehed wretch, am 1 ! 

Tliat lorinft master was my living Lord! 

Whose gracious ^ifts abused ungraciously, 

Whose house, my soul, foul spirits laid abuard; 
, Fill'd full of sins, of graces all iibhor'd: 
Vet for all this, and ull tliat I could do, 
My Lord forgave me, and did love me too. 

He cleansed my soul from alj my filthy sin, 
And will) my tears did wash it clean agaio; 
Drave out the fiends, and lundly enter'd in, 
With grace to heal, that sorrow would have slain; 
And in his love did so my tears retain, 
Tliat every drii)> that fell ujiou tiis feet. 
Unto my soul di<l give a heavenly sweet. 

Now such a master as was never such, 

So good unto a servant, none so ill; 

So much abused abuses ; oh! too much; 

A cursed crew, to work their hellish will, 

Like ravening woUrs, it ^illy lamb to kill: 
Foul darkness, »o to gtjvcrn over light, 
Who would not weep lu death at kucIi a sight? 

A sorry dster tliat halh such a brother. 
As for her love would venturt loss of life, 
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And her unkindness so in kindness smother. 
As 'twixt their loves should kill all cause of strife. 
Though her ill course were his heart's cutting knife; 
To see that brother lose his living breath. 
How can that sister choose but weep to death? 

That sister I, that brother was my Lord, 
Who, in his love, laid down his life for me; 
Whose death (oh ! cross of crosses to record) 
Ah, wretch ! that ever I was born to see. 
Though by his death my life must only be. 
To lose a father, master, brother such. 
Child, servant, sister, — how can I weep too much? 

Shame bade me weep enough, to see how sin 

Besmeared liad my soul with ugly spots ; 

And weep, to feel how 1 was felter*d in 

Tlie wretched snarls of wicked nature's knots; 

And weep, to look upon those loathsome blots. 
That fiird me so with grief of all disgrace, 
I durst not see my Saviour in the face. 



At whose sweet feet I, kneeling, wept with fear, 

I had offended to presume so near; 

But sin so fled away at every tear, 

That grace began my heavy heart to cheer. 



IcirnptB STuOoiiaiur. 



When my dear Lord stud not — ' What dost thou here?" 
Or ' get thee hence;' — or like a dt^ out spurn me; 
But from my sin unto his mercy turn mc. 

He felt my tears, though no man heard my weeping; 
And gave me grace, though no man for me moved him; 
Wliich made me know he had my soul in keeping, 
Though sin too long, too far from me removed him : 
For sin once fled, how dear in soul 1 loved him, 
His words can witness, that my soul did touch— 
' Much is forgiven her, for she loved much.' 

He loved much^ that me so mueli forgave; 
(Such my forgiver — how much should I love!) 
Forgave my sins, and from the fiend did save 
My wounded soul, that could no comfort prove, 
Till grace and mercy did my grief remove. 
But when I felt my pain of sin once past, 
In mercy's grace, I wept with joy aa feat. 

But oh ! my soul, unworthy of this sweet, 
Coulil not enjoy these joyful tears too long: 
For sin and sorrow did so soundly meet, 
As made roy heart to sing anotUcr song. 
When I beheld the too appwvnt wrong 




lis — Sxttiyto SvlMrint. 

I^ Lord, my love, my lifcj my king, my God ! 
For my pooi soul, and fw my sin's ^>ode. 

To see the Lamb, th^ bleated but our bliss. 
Brought all by w<dTes unto a Ueeding end; 
To see that cruel, shameful death of bis. 
Who did hb course but for our comfort bend; 
And held our foe, thai was our dearest friend: 

Who did such good, and to receive such ill; 

Weep, heart I to death; and die in weeping still. 

Ungmteful wretches ! worthless of all grace; 
Rebellious subjects ! traitors to your king; 
Could ye behold his works before your face. 
What choice of good his charity did bring, 
And from your hearts could so much venom spring. 
As with thf Ixird of Peace to stir such strife, 
To seek his deatli, who only gave you life. 



Slaves, dogs, and devils, — worse, if 1 could cjill ye, 
That so have shown the malice of your minds, 
I cannot wisli more ill than shall befal ye. 
That are the imps of such accursed kiuds, 
As ugly Satan with illusion blinds: 

I weep not for your sorrow, — but to see 
That all ye did not die, to set hiiii free. 
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And better had it been for ye to die. 
Than have been bom to bring him to his death, 
And by your deeds to die eternally, 
Or live in death within the hell beneath, 
Where never air shall breathe you wholesome breath; 
But by your choice of torments, make you know 
What ye have done to breed my weeping so. 

Alas! what sin but did my soul possess? 
But that accursed crucifying sin. 
That would not let your wicked souls confess 
His glorious grace, whose grace did first begin 
By true desert all glory due to win; 

And by such grace did win my soul so to him, 
My death were sweet, if it might sen'ice do him. 

Oh ! that my tears kept number with my sins; 
Or that my sins were drowned in my tears : 
Then should my weeping show how joy bq^ns 
In faithful heart, where fearful sorrow wears. 
And comfort's bliss so much contentment bears. 

That hope should show, that half a heaven doth win. 
Better to weep in grace, than laugh in sin. 

But what speak I of either sin or grace? 
My sin's too grievous, and my grace is gone; 
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^1 


My lifo is dead, tlic earth is ull tou base 




^^H 


For my love's Lord to deigii to look upon; 




^^H 


Whi'rc lives not one good creature, — no, not one 




^^B 


And what should I but weep, to live to see 




■ 


I cannot see where my sweet Lord may be. 




^^H 


But since mine eyes haw lived to behold 




^^Hi 


The heavenly substance of my life and love. 




^^^L 


Wherein my faith dotli graciously unfold 




^^^p 


The only blessing of my soul's bcliove. 




j^^f 


All in the glory of the hesivens above; 




^^t 


Wliy should I live and Iwik upon the light, 




■ 


Now I have lost the joy of such a »ght? 




^^H 


No: 1 do hope my darknew will not hold; 




^^V 


The night will pass, and sun again will shine: 




'^H 


Although my heart tn comfort be a-cold, 


* 


^Hf 


My soul doth tell me, that these tears of mine 






Shall all be dried up by his hand divine, 
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Who so will cure nic of my sinful sore, 


1 
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That I shall joy in grace, and weep no more! 


,J 
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But he is gone — my spirit's only sweet! 


• 
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Oh ! that my tears could with my comfort meet, 
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And I might see my saving health so near, 
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A.s with his sight my heavy heart might cheer; 
Then should I love mine eyes for such a seeing. 
Without which sight they joy not in their being. 

Let me then seek where I may hqpe to see 
The only substance of my joying sight; 
And never rest, nor ever weary be. 
Until I come unto that star of light. 
Which may direct my heart and spirit right, 
Unto that place, where gracious love wiU show 
My soul his presence, that it loveth so. 

To climb to heaven it is too high a place; 

Sin weighs me down to love, to seek him there:. 

For hell, it is unworthy of such grace; 

And for the world, my sorrow, witness bear 

It is not worthy of his name to hear: 

Then since nor here nor there, without all doubt 
Within the grave I must go seek him out. 

Oh ! ground, more gracious tlian the world besides. 
Which dost enclose that, all the world commands: 
And blessed earth, that in thy centre hides 
His corpse, for whom my weeping soul demands: 
Tell me, oh heavens ! into what holy hands 



-^-^ ■-^^^■. .„^^«lw 




He is conve)''(l, and where he now may be, 
Whom thus my hean with tears desires to see i 

Thus weeping still, two angels did appear. 
Who, as it sccm'd, desirous for to Itnow 
The niourtitul cause of tiiis her mourning cheer. 
Wherefore she wept, and what she sought for so? 
Briefly she thus her grief begHii to show — 

(Wringing her hands, with many a bitter tear,) 
Her Lord whs stol'n, and laid she knew not where. 

" O, blessed angels ! blessed as ye be. 
Tell mc — wliere ts my highest bliss become? 
.Your Lord and mine, oh ! tell me, where is He 
May cheer the heart that sorrow doth benumb? 
Starve not n»y teare, vouchsafe my soul one crumb 
Of comfort's care— to let me truly know 
Where is my Ixifd, that I lament for so? 



" But do ye ask me, whom I seek for so? 
Or why I weejj, because 1 cannot find him? 
O heavenly creature ! help my soul to know 
But where he is, that I may come behind him. 
That he may know but how my love doth mind him. 

If dead— -I may unto liis tomb restore him; 

And if alive — I may an knees adore hJni. 
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Oh, happy gardener of this holy ground! 
Blest art thou bom, if thou hast lived to see 
That blessed body where it may be found. 
That here lay buried: — tell me, if thou be 
Sent finom my Lord, to come and comfort me? 
Who hence hath stol'n the substance of my bliss. 
And where bestow'd that holy corps of his? 



« 



But do you ask me, why I weep so much? 
And what I seek? — I seek my soul's delight! 
And weep, because I find not any such 
As can direct me to so sweet a sight: 
This is the cause of my heart's heavy plight. 
Oh ! tell me then, and put me out of doubt. 
Dead or alive, where I may find him out?" 



Thus while her ey^ continual weeping kept, 
Came Christ himself, (although a while unknown) 
Who ask'd her — * What she sought, and why she wept?' 
She, as before unto the angels shown. 
Began in tears to make her piteous moan — 

** Her Lord was stol'n, and borne she knew not whither; 

But, if he knew, he would direct her thither." 



But while the Lord of all her life and love 
Beheld her tears, the witness of her truth. 



. 'Exrcipla STutPomna. 



To make her fajth in heavenly bvour prove 
The sweet reward of mercy's sacred ruth. 
And know wliat life of such a loyc cnsueth, 

Spake but one word, hut thnt word Wiis so sweet. 
As wiHihi hiivi- iniidf hor soul to kiss his fwt, 

"Mar}'!" ()uoth he: "Oh, Master! blessed voice. 
Prom which my heart receives so sweet a sound, 
As makes my soul in ravish'd joy rejoice, 
To think to live, thut I my Lord liave found: 
Oh! let my sins be in my tears au drown'd, 
Tlial in my joys ray soul be ever weeping. 
To have thy presence in my eoiufort's keeping. 

" 1 will nut press one foot beyond the line 
Of thy love's leave: vouchsafe me but a look 
Of that sweet, lieavenly, lioly eye of thine, 
Of uiy dear love the ever-living book. 
Wherein my tears have sueh true eomfort took. 
That, let the world torment me ne'er so sore. 
Let me see thee— and 1 desire no more! 



" Oh, si},'ht more precious than tongue can express! 
Wherein the eye doth comfort so the heart. 
The heart the soul, and all in their distress 
Do find an ease and end of every smart: 
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When eye, and heart, and soul, and every part 
Conclude in joy, that comfort did begin,--- 
Better to weep in grace than laugh in sin/' 

And, with that word she vanish'd so away. 
As if that no such woman there had been: 
But yet, methought, her weeping seem'd to say, 
Tlie spirit was of Mary Magdalen ; 
Whose body now, although not to be seen. 
Yet, by her speech it seemed, it was she 
That wish'd all women might such Weepers be. 
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e^Dxexa^seic ojf ra^iL. m. 




r iiiiiy perhaps be thought that the 
lurogoiiig Poeiiis are not sn iiite- 
I'l'sting as those contained in the 
First Volume. Two new names 
are however here added to onr lists of old Poets, 
Richard Gipps, and Joseph Bryan: and the 
Extracts from Willoi;ghby"s " Avisa^ and 
Lord Brook's " Certica" surely deserve notice. 
The entire Poem by Nicholas Breton, of whicli 
the original edition is cxceeilingly rare, is very 
heantiftil, and very worthy the re-impression it 
has received. Every reader of taste innst be 
struck with the simplicity and clearness of the 
langnage, and the How of the versification. 

The writers most eminent for llie lighter 
Lyric, and Pastoral Song, in these diivs, appear 
to have l»een Christopher MaHow; Robert 
Greene; Nicholas Breton; Thomas Lodge; 
Richard Barntield; Sir Walter Raleigh; anil 
A. W. Of all these the original volnnies have 
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at least for a century beea singularly scarce. 
Marlow's beautiful translation of " The ffero 
and Leunder" (a most rare little volnme) is 
reprinted in " Restituta." Many extracts from 
the cboife [lieces of Robert Greene anil Tbomas 
Lodge occur in the first volume of this work. 
Tlie poems of Raleigh, Breton's " Longing" and 
" Mehiinhidlhe Humours " and A. W.'s poems, 
(wbicli form the second volume of Davison's 
" Rhapsody") have also been given from the 
Lee Priory Press. Mr. James Boswell has fur- 
nished the rare pieces of Barnfield in his present 
to the Roxburgbe Club ; and Mr. Alexander Bos- 
well has given Lodge's " Fig Jbr Momus" from 
his private press. The cultivated reader has 
thus opened to him an access to treasures, which 
had hitherto been shut to all but two or three 
fortunate Collectors. Over siich stores Sleevcns 
and Malone brooded with solitary complacence. 
Hence they generally drew tbeir parallel pas- 
sages; and often much of the subject and matter 
of their notes. It was a field in wbicb it wa.s 
fair and wise to glean: and the task was worthy 
of praise, had it not been a little too selfishly 



ctinducted; and hud (Iiey borne their heads no 
higher than the jitandaril to which their abilities 
and acr|iurement»' woiihi have Itiiiited tbem. 

With Mariow's powers, from his celebrated 
Song, Come, I'lvp with me, and be mif love, the 
modern [Mihlic have long been familiar. With 
two or three of the shorter pieces of Breton, 
Biiihop Percy has aUo long ago made them ac- 
qnainted. One of Barnfield's odes has also 
lieen long in the hands of the people as a poem 
of Shakesjieare. But A. W. as a separate poet, 
is now for the first time re\iveil to fame. Let 
the reader turn to the elegant, highly-finished, 
and enchanting Fiction, How Cupid made a 
Xi/mph lamiid herself u-ith his arrows, in the 
first volume of the new edition of Davison's 
" Rhapsody," p. 17. beginning, 

" It chuiiL-'fl of laic a shejilierd's awiun ;" 



and let him answer, if snch a |K>et ought to have 
died nnlionoured and unknown' I had for- 
merly ascribed this poem to Raleigh, till new 
lights containing positive jiroof made nic re- 
luctantly withdraw it from him. 



It would nut have seemed very easy to 
have added any pieces worthy of revival to the 
elegant Selections of Percy and Ellis; hnt the 
two volumes of Excerpta Tudoriana will, I 
trnst, prove that the task has been accomplished. 
Many little flowers are now ofl'ered to the reader's 
notice, which those works do not contain: and 
the garland I here present will form a necessary. 
Supplement to them. 

So much has been said of late about the 
minor Klizabethitn Poetry, that nothing occurs 
to me regarding these productions, which has 
not been already anticipated. A must acceptable 
treasure to readers of this claims has just been 
furnished by a singularly elegant reprint from 
Hensley's press, of Fairfax's vigorous anii 
admirable translation of Tasso, in two vols, 
large 12mo. under the editorial care of Mr. Sin- 
ger. The wood engravings at the head of each 
book, designed by Thurston, are exquisite. I 
cannot however agree with the accomplished 
Editor, with whose refined and cultivated taste I 
seldom find occasion to difti^r, in prefening Fair- 
ax's, or rather the Italian stanza, to that which 
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Spenser invented as an improvement on it. The 
swell of the Alexandrine as adopted by the un- 
rivalled anthor of " The Fairy Queen" seems 
to ray ear to give to that magnificent form of 
stanza the greatest excellence which poetical 
metre has ever yet reached. Accustomed to this, 
the close of Fairfax's stauza sounds to me flat 
and impotent: it disappoints the ear, and wants 
that climax of thought as well as diction by 
which Spenser conveys snch encbantiug pleasure. 
I am aware that in ordinary bands that compli- 
cated and varied form is apt to fail. A drawl- 
ing Alexandrine, which is weak in sound, and 
feeble in thought, is strangely disgusting. 

Nervous as is the style, aud striking as is 
the imagery of SackvHle, I have always thought 
that the form uf his stanza operated more than 
any other cause to give him an apparent inferi- 
ority to Spenser. 

In a culm and comprehensive consideration 
of the stores of poetry, ancient aud modem, it is 
wonderfiil how few writers emerge from the 
paths of their predecessors, and lake new ground. 
Thev flutter about in beateu tracks, and strive to 



draw IKW boDcv rrom flouer^ alrcuiir fxhansled. 
The maierial^ of jxielrv arr ii« wide a& ihc rrea- 
rion; a* the endle^<i variety of it's foniis; and 
tlic endle5s mtKliticatioiis of the thoughts and 
poHnion^ of it's intellecttial beings. How nar- 
row theneffTTe they, who would, like Darwin, 
confine poetry to description; thoogh original 
Auhjctts of de^rription yet remain in inexhaustible 
ahundanre. 

The critic who argues that Pope was not a 
tn»c poet, because he was deficient in descriprive 
powers, exhibits a very limited range of judg- 
ment. To excite a swelling emotion by mag- 
uifirent thought or afiectJug sentiment, is among 
the noblest rajmcitie* of poetry. It is this which 
elevates the Dedication to Lord Oxford, and the 
Elegy on an Unfoitunate Lady, as well as the 
Eloisa to Abelard, into the highest ranks of 
the art! 

In aspiring to heighten the charms of Na- 
ture, there is a general tendencv to adopt fan- 
tastical and tinsel ornaments, which, if they 
please in one age, arc snre to disgust in the next. 
Simple and unadorned beauty is always the 
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game: the viorkiiij;!) ul thu hiiiniin hosoni are 
ulike in uU ages. 

Bnl how few are there who dare to ven- 
ture beyond their model ! how few, who have 
courage to express a thought, or delineate an 
image, for which they have not an autliurity! 
Thu<i, while fields, which exceed calculation, lie 
unexplored, our versifiers pursue to nauseous- 
ness the same dull round of repeated materials, 
still attempting to give them a freshness by 
shades of disgusting artifice, by which at length 
the whole spirit evaporates, and nothing but the 
dead exterior remains. 

When we observe that fame has been so 
generally the reward of boldness, when we see 
that idmost every poet who has risen into fame, 
has succeeded by bursting and trampling down 
some limits which fashion had prescribed, thi« 
timidity afi'ords a greater cause for wonder. 
Cowjier and Burus iu the last age: Lord Byron, 
Scott, Southey, Wordsworth, and others, in the 
present, are proofs of my position. I may go 
further back, and ascribe to this the great suc- 
ce*is which attended Hayley's " Triumphs of 



Temper." An imitator, or echo, of a poet in 
full fashion, never has obtained much celebrity, 
and never will ohtatn it. 

The technical rules of poetry, on which 
mechanical critics insist with such blind conceit, 
may perhaps be fairly accused as main extin- 
guishers of genntne fniit. Laborious ambition 
catches at them as the sources of hope: while 
the free vigour of an elastic mind is discouraged 
and rendered impotent by this enchainment of 
it's active sallies; and retires spirit-broken from 
the 6eld. 

That it has frequently happened that men 
who have been best known as candidates for 
poetical honours, have not been those whom 
Nature had most qualified for tliem, I cannot 
doubt: while many a great genius goes to his 
grave unknown; and without a suspicion that he 
was gifted above the common herd of mortals! 






ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



A.BSBNCS, the noble trace, 1 1 
Away with theec telf-loriiif Udf, 14 
Before there was a light, there was a 

light, 89 
By the still streams of Babjlon, 68 
Cupid, mj pretty boy, leave off thy cry- 
ing; 8 
Do not correct me in thy wrath, O God, 

«6 
Except the Lord himself will deign, (>3 
Faction, that erer dwells, 10 
Farewrll, sweet boy, complain not of my 

truth; 16 
From out the depth of misery I cry, 7 1 
Give praise to the Lord, O praise his 

name, 66 
God, who of naught at all, this all did 

fashion, 49 
Great Jehovah, Jacob's keeper, 39 
Haste thee, O God, to rescue me, opprestj 

48 
He's blest that walks not after ill men's 

sway, 91 
He's blest, that wicked counsel ne'er 

obeys, 99 
Howsoever the world doth deem thee, 

65 
I appeal, O Ctod, to thee ; 38 
If the Lord, our God and Guide, 61 
Judge, O Lord, mine innocence, 34 
Lord, thoQ sectt to what a number, 97 



Lord, our God, how full of glory, 99 
More than most fair, full of that hea- 
venly fire, 7 
My thoughts amaa'd, I know not how of 

late: 104 
O behold with admiration, 67 
O God, from them that grudge me, 40 
O, my soul, do thou give praise, 78 
Praise, O God, atUnds thy will; 44 
Sing, my soul, to God thy Lord, 83 
Step to my rescue. Lord, for thou dost 

see, 41 
The daring offspring of mankind, 51 
Three things there be in man's opinion 

dear, 18 
Thrice blessed is the man that fears the 

Lord, 54 
To thee, O Lord of power, 86 
Under a throne 1 saw a virgin sit, 15 
Was ever man so over-match'd vrith boy? 

9 
What is the cause why states, that war and 

win, 19 
When from Egypt's servile land, 57 
While thy rage, Lord, is enflamed, 93 
Whilst erst 1 had my liberty, 1 
With misery enclus'd, 60 
Wrapt up, O Lord, in man's degeneration, 

17 
You little stars that live in skies, 7 
Tou that seek what life is in death, 16 
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